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Ofall created things, the loveliest, 
And most divine are children, 
William Canton 
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Sy Dear readers, 
a 


, 
My cat of seven years had a problem. For 


Gap sone strange 
YW; reagon he had RaW ASH Hun 7 
shifted to my vn 
wie 
bour's house. He had been living there = ‘Da 


for a week, tnd was pretending to be Pd 
their cal. It could be, thal they cooked 
fish in their house, and us being \( 
“vegetarians, lost his love through his 


stomach, Whalever it was, he lived there, AS 


~Ne7 


I lied to woo him back with huge pats * 
of butter. Filing which, | even made a trp to the local fish market 
romney Dl he wast impressed. Ne snifled atthe rove 
G7 Gish. looked al me with disdain, and bounded 
away with a swish of his tail 





Depe, for that's my cat's name, has 
been with me since birth, | shed a 
few tears, when | remembered 
how | had fed him his first few 


drops of milk with an ink filler. 







1 wondered how my 
neighbours tolerated hia. 
Pepe had his share of crazy 
habits. tle would wake up on 
the dot of five, and scream 
the house down for his 
morning, milk, He would sleep 
only on beds, sharpen his 
claws only on the drawing, 
room sofas and eat only off'a 
china saucer, tow did my 


PEPE ON THE DRAWING, 
Boom SEK 


neighbours manage, | wondered 


I gol my answer two days later, The neighbour landed up on my 


doorstep early one morning PaLNG 
WIE 


Tere NEEDS He Rep! 


“TL think this is your cat,” 
he said, thrusting a sheepish 
looking Pepe into my arms, 
“Lhave: had enough of hin!” 


The harassed neighbour 
almost ran out of my gate 


I looked gt the fury bundle in my arms, gleefully, Pepe stared 
back without blinking 


dle 
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Dear Editor, 
(2 T have a strange 
problem - Iam afraid of 
hosts, I don’t know if 
‘you will understand, but 











} Tknow many people 
| who are seared of 
a them, What can T 
dbo, friends? 
Nateshan 
3 Bhumika, 
| Ponda, Gon, 
* Dear Kaitor, 





In the story ‘The 
Peacock’s Tail’ in the 
July issue, Yamuna Rani 
had written that Juno 
was Jupiter's sister. But 
in another book, ‘Trojan 
War', Tread that she was 
Jupiter's wife 

P. Harini,aged 11, 

_ Hyderabad - 500 001. 





Juno is Jupiter's 
sistor in some versions of 





Greek and Roman 
mythology, and his wife 
in others. Ed. 


Dear Editor, 
© I don’t agree with 
Kalpana, in the August 
issue, Publishing a 
magazine is not as easy Dear Editor, 
as Kalpana thinks. © T don't know why 
Gangothri, aged 12, Hindi serials are dubbed 
New Delhi, in Tamil for the Madras 
viewers, The end result 
is horrible, and the 
voices don't match. 
R. Prabha, aged 11, 
Madras - 5. 


Chin up, and try again 
if your articles don't 
appear. Ed. 


Dear Editor, 
© Can we send you 
articles, even though we 

are not subscribers? 

V. Shubhashini, Std. 

VI, Mysore - 570.004. Dear Editor, 
Of course, you cant 0% Can we send money 
Ed, with the subscription 

form? 


ait E R Amol Ashok 


Gopale, 


aged 10, 
Little Angel's 
HS, Ge 
Dear Editor, 

2 Most of my friends in 

school read Gokulam 

But they have 
complaint, 

“We sent our articles 
to Gokulam, but they 
were not published.” 

Please don't break 





Never 


send 
postal 
envelopes, Amol. Always 
tuse DDs or MOs for this 


Don'y 
Brerk 


their hearts and mine 
too. 


c 





. Lakshmi, aged 
13, Madras - 114, 

We don't want to 
break hearts, Lakshmi 





purpose. Ed. Us?Huk! in the March 
"95 issue was good. But 


Dear Editor, computers cantoutsmart 
§2 The Kashmir problem us always. 
has become a world — Tonce wanted to play 


problem. What freedom the gameParatrooper on 
dothe people in Kashmir my home PC. It asked 
want? They are killing me, ‘Do you have a 
their brothers, sisters, colour monitor? I typed 
parents and friends, and in N for no. The compu- 
everybody is frightened ter said, ‘Sorry. Para 
and unhappy. Will they trooper only works on a 





really enjoy the colour monitor’ I wanted : 
“foodom’ if they get it? to play the game quite YO" Know! The compu: 
8. Simi, aged 14, badly. ter brought the game out 
St. Antony's Girls’ So I recalled the % ™Y B&W monitor, 





and I played the gam 


HS.,Madras. game and this time 
‘Madan Mohan, 


typed ¥ for yes, when the 
Dear Editor, computer asked its first 
02 The article Qutsmart question. And what do 




















Anewsitem: 
“Television is 
so dull this sea- 
son that chil- 
dren are doing || Father to son after the exami- 
their home- //nations : 


spelt cae tthar tat se your ropore 


Son : My friend just borrowed it. 


A wax portrait 
figure of the Indian Prime 


Minister, Mr. P.V. Narasimha Rao, 


is among the new attractions at 
the world-famous Madame 
Tussaud 
> London. 
Dr. L.M, Singhvi, the 
Indian High Commissioner 
in London, who unveiled 
the portrait figure before 


VIP guests on May Sth, described 


itas “an authentic and faithful 
work of art”, 

The figure wears a traditional 
dress from the Prime Minister’s 
‘own wardrobe, and is positioned 
in the Grand Hall, among other 


famous Indians portrayed by 
Madame Tussaud’s — Mahatma 
Gandhi, Mrs. Indira Gandhi and 
Mr. Rajiv Gandhi. 


Mz steve Swales, a sculptor 
from Madame Tussauds, visited 
New Delhi last year for a sitting 


wax works exhibition in 


with Mr. Rao, 
when he took 
exact measure 
ments and 
photographs, to 
use as reference 


in creating the 
likeness. 
From start 
tofinish, a 
wax figure 
takes many 
months of 
skilled and 
patient work 
by highly 
trained artists 
and crafts- 
men, with 


WAH on” 


SSAUD'S 


CEES playing a key 
role in the creative process. 

Madame Tussauds, a major 
attraction for tourists and visitors 
to London, is named after Marie 
Tussaud (1761-1850), a Swiss 
modeller in wax, who learnt the 
art from her uncle in Paris. She 
married a Frenchntan and later 
went to England, where she set 
up a permanent exhibition, which 
has since achieved worldwide 
fame. 







Achal Narayanan 
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narticle in 
t he 
August 


15th issue of India 
Today, shocked 
readers out of 
their com| 
In the Western 
Ghats in Kerala 
alone, only five 
forest valleys re- 
main, out of the 
original thirty- 
two! The article went on to tell us, 
that the fate of the Western Ghats 
that pass through Maharashtra, 
Goa, Karnataka and Tamilnadu 








is the same — the ghats are fast 
becoming barren, 

‘The story is the same all over 
the world. People are sud- 
denly waking up to the fact 

that they are losing their 

environment faster than 
Aanisee ever before, Forests are 
ctor mowed down to give way to 
oe factories, mines, farms, dams, 
oe plantations and other ‘develop- 


<2 ment’ projects. 


hy are we being so blind to 

the plight of our forests and 
ecology? Basically, most of us live 
so far away from nature, that we 
do not react at all when trees are 
cut to make way for roads, or to 
facilitate the building of another 
new high-rise building, It does 
not matter to you and me, be+ 
cause, as we see it, it does not 
affect us directly at all, 

Each one of us stands to lose, 
each time a tree is cut. With 
tree gone, we lose the many kinds 
of creatures living on it, We lose 

natural oxygen-making machin 
a shade-giver, and a fruit-give 
And with a whole forest gone, we 
lose all the wildlife that the forest 
contained, and worst of all, the 


[ey W»ole ecology of the region where 


"Pie of Progress — A train wending is way 
‘through a lush groen his, 


“TREE’THFUL ARE YOU? 


‘The two children om the cover page are happiy playing on the branches of a tree — 
‘rong, sturdy andl ahadegiving, At the rate our forest covers are being deplete, it remains 
tbe sen whether the generations after us will enjoy good green plats and trees, 

Here are some tips on keeping ourselves true to treeal 

1. Never ever play at being woorcutters, and wantonly hack plants an saplings 
in your garden, patk or in the neighbourhood 

2. Rea good green gardener and water your plants regularly. Even It 
shrub growing outside your compound, give ia hanes to live, 

4. Af you tive in a house, an have apace fr a yatten, 
develop ane. Sov sce, 
ourself to he svothed by 
4. Never eut down trees or shrubs because 
they are useless, Every tee has a roe to play 
In the environment, Be friendly 1 trees, 





the forest was, changes. Rains are 
delayed, and there are shifts in 
the top soil too. 


What can be done 
about it? 


oO: an individual level, you 
nd I can’t really protest 
about these issues to the powers 
that may be. But together, we can 
make a stand, The solution is to 
react when an outrage is 
committed on a forest, or on a tree. 
We can protest when the 
‘pality cuts down a tree on 

the rod for reasons of its own, We 
can make the neighbourhood 
aware that we need that tree, In 





our own homes too, let us be more 


thoughtful. Think twice about 
cutting down a tree because it 
litters leaves in December. 


What the government 
can do... 


IL can earmark areas where 
extensive tree-planting can be 
done. Not just any trees, but trees. 
that are true to that region and 
kind of climate. And most 
important of all, it should make 
sure, that dams or no dams, no 
existing forest ever be felled for 
commercial reasons or otherwise. 


S. SRIDHAR 








n this issue, let us look at the 
I use of computers in the field 
of music. 

Computer music began in 
the mid 1950s, when the user 
had to feed the notes of a 

{ composition on punched cards, 
ay The deck (music score) was 
then compiled and converted 
into audio signals. This process 
often created a long delay 
} between the act of composition, 
‘ and the first hearing of the: 








result. This method is called 
direct synthesis, andiis.still in 
use. 


ax Mathews madesthe 

first digital sound on the 
IBM 704 mainframe in 1957. 
But the computer music field 
was held back during the 1960s 


and 1970s by a lack of stan- 
dardization. Music software 
programs worked well with the 
sound generator, for which they 
were designed, but programs 
often \required different 
‘synthesizers. Apart from this, 
there was no guarantee that 
computer music keyboards 
would be compatible with later 
models in the same product 
line, much less with other 
‘oftware vendors. 


INE 


Moreover, ‘contemporary 
musi¢ notation is made up of 
logical symbolic and graphic 
elements, a system that has 
evolved over hundreds of years, 
and that requires lots of 
practise to master. Although it 
allows people to communicate 
their musical ideas and 





Computers 





thoughts to one another, it 
cannot be used to communicate 
with a computer, unless it is 
converted into machine- 
readable form (i.e. in terms of 
1s and Os). 


TTT s0lve the problem, 
synthesizer manufacturers 
began to formulate a standard 
to make music keyboards 
interchangeable. After much 
discussion, the Musical 
Instrument Digital Interface 
(MIDI) standard was adopted 
in 1983, ‘The MIDI standard 
allows music keyboards 
exchange performance infor- 
mation, and transfer messages, 
describing what is being played 
to and from PC. 

‘The MIDI standard inspired 
such confidence among 
manufacturers and consumers, 
that in a few years, millions 
of MIDI keyboards and 
synthesizers were sold. The 


standard allows these devices 
to be connected to Personal 
Computers. Many softwares 
like MS WINDOWS are 
compatible with MIDI. 
Because of this, it is now 
possible to compose music, as 
well as edit or test them with 
various combinations. 


omputers today have 
revolutionized music by 
helping composers and 
arrangers replace static sheets 
of paper, with musically active 
computer screens. These 
programs also allow the 
composer to ask the computer 
to reproduce the sound fed into 
the computers from one 
instrument if necessary, to 
another. For example, a 
composer can today reproduce 
sound generated using a 
keyboard, as a sarod or a guitar, 
There are music printing 
programs that help one play a 





song into a PC, using a music 
keyboard connected to it, and 
print the notes on music paper. 
One can even modify the 
program before printing it. 
‘These days, studio musicians 
are using computers to record 
and edit any note instantly, 
and mix sound tracks with split 
second precision, instead of 
recording and splicing sound- 
tracks, He can also get sounds 
that cannot be generated using 
instruments, such as the sound 
ofa train passing over a bridge, 
or the roar ofa lion. Apart from 
this, he can also store music for 
future use. 





rom Max Mathews toA.R. 

Rehman, computer music 
today has come a long way. Not 
only musicians benefit from the 
use of computers, but even the 






ordinary listener is enthralled. 
He can now hear a wide variety 
of music on his computer. 

With multimedia technology 
taking the computer industry 
by storm, one can now hear 
Bach or Beethoven on his 
computer, It is also possible to 

isten to a particular 

instrument, or get the notes 
printed. There are computer 
programs which teach you 
music too! 

Another popular area where 
computerised music is used, is 
in games and other graphics- 
oriented applications. Earlier, 
computer games used only beep 
sounds. But today, these music 
scores, match any other type of 
music, and they have become 
a part of the games. 

Computer Point, 
Adyar, Madras. 
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” This illustration shows how a 
MIDI Unit: connects a sythesiser 
| and a computer. The composer 
| plays notes on the synthesiser: 
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Digital Synthesizer KeyboardUnit, and stored. The notes can 
CO == 6] Now be played back by the 


Ta 


These notes are translated into 
computer language by the MIDI 


computer, and a print-out taken 














cousin ives in Grant Road 

‘One day, he wanted to go to 

Borivili for some work. So 
he took train from Grant Road, and 
got down at Khar on the way, to visit 
my family. 

‘ter he had got down, and the 
train had left, he suddenly realized 
that he had left his black suitcase in the 
train. 

He immediately took the next train 
going towards Borvl. 


hen he reached Borivil, he saw 

thata big crowd had collected near 
the station master’s office. There were 
quite a few policemen top. He entered 
the station master’s office to enquire about 
his suitcase. He found to his surprise that 


ae) 


EXPERIENCE 






his suitcase was lying on the table, and. 
the policemen were looking a it warily It 
transpired that they thought there was a 
bomb in it, since it was unaccompanied 
baggage. They thought that somebody had 
deliberately lft the suitcase in the train. 
My cousin said that twas his suitcase 
and that he had forgotten to take it when 
he got down at Khar station, There was a 
big sigh of relief and the station master 
scolded him for being absent-minded. 
Nirmala lyer, aged 15, Bombay - 52. 


, St and Brother Undir were really 

Jexcited! The new school term had 

begun, and very soon there would be 

student elections! It was a fun time to 

be at school! Particularly for Brother 

Undir, who was going to participate in 

the elections for the first time! It was 

the first time his class was being allowed 

tovote. Children in the fourth standard 
and below, were not allowed to vote. 

‘Voters or not, everyone at school was 

busy discussing the candidates. Some 

were popular, some unknown and some 

not so popular. ‘There was a festive air 

at school with student 

helpers trying 


to canvass 
votes and paint 






posters. 
Even the baby classes are all 
excited! Though they don’t even vote!” 
remarked Brother. 

“Well, what about last year? Weren't you 
excited too, though your class wasn't voting?” 
asked Sister, 

“I'm going to vote this time! My whole 
class is talking about it!” declared Brother. 

“Do you at least know the rules?” asked 
Sister Undir. She had been voting in the 
elections for some years now. 

“Teacher did explain them in class 
yesterday! Anyway, my friends have talked 
about the whole thing so many times that I 












think I understand almost 
everything. But tell me, 
how come we are allowed 
to show favouritism?” 
asked Brother. 

“What do you mean by 
that?” asked Sister Undir. 

“You know - pick your 
favourite seniors and leave 
out the rest!” replied 
Brother. 

“Sure! That's the 
whole point! You must 
vote for the candidate 


“Then I'll vote for 
all those who are in my 
House! They are more 
likely to favour me later! 
After all, Iam allowed to 
favour anyone I like in 
an election!” declared 
Brother. 





he school was divid- 
ed into four Houses: 
Grasshopper, Lady Bug, 
Busy Bee and Glow 
Worm. Brother was in 
Glow Worm and Sister 
in Busy Bee. 
“But it's possible that 
you may not like the 
mouse standing from 





your Hous. 
Sister. “In fact this time 
there are three can- 
didates from Busy Bee, 
and I don't like two of 
them!” 

‘At school, the teach- 
ers had completed the 
selection of the candid- 
ates, Normally candid- 
ates from classes X, XI 
and XII were chosen. 
‘The teachers tried to 
select only good 
students. This 


time eleven 
candidates 
had been 
picked. In the 
end, only five 
out of the 
eleven would get 
elected. For there were 
five posts in all, 

There was one for 
Girl School Pupil 
Leader, and one for Boy 
School Pupil Leader. 
Everyone called them 
Girl-SPL and Boy-SPL. 

“Gee-SPL and Bee- 
SPL!" shouted Brother, 
“Doesn’t that sound 
much more interest- 


ing?” 

“That's a good one! I'll try it in my class!” 
laughed Sister. 

‘Two girl mice and two boy mice were chosen 
by the teachers as candidates for these posts. 
‘Then there were two Assistant SPLs - one boy 
and one girl. Again, Boy-ASPL and Girl-ASPL 
had two candidates each, 

“Td much rather call these assistants Bee- 
ASPL and Gee-ASPL!" said Brother. 













A“ finally there was the Sports Secretary, 
called SS for short. 
“Sometimes also called S-squared!” 


explained Sister. For the SS's post, three 
candidates were to stand. Only those 
really good at sports, boys or girls, could 
be chosen as candidates. 

“Tiny and Shiny are standing for Girl- 
SPL, Who are you going to vote for? I don't 
know either of thetn. ‘Though Shiny 
belongs to Glow Worm! So should I vote 
for her?” asked Brother. 

“Our votes are supposed to bea secret, 
but let me make a suggestion,” said Sister 
Undir. “Let the candidates do their 
campaigning. They'll go round every 





THE UNDIR STORIES 





“Mohan and Rohan are standing for 
Bee-ASPL! I think Rohan is better. He's 
the taller of the two, s0 everyone will listen 
to him!" declared Brother Undir. 

“You sure have an odd basi 
selection!" remarked Sister. 





for 





twas the day of campaigning. Only one 
day was allowed to the candidates, 
Posters made by them and their 
" supporters were all over school, making, 
the whole place look very colourful. Their 
supporters had heen busy drawing and 
colouring the previous week. Of course, 
‘ca each candidate was responsible to pull 
~~ them out after the polling and before the 
counting began. That was the school rule. 
Everything had to be cleaned up before the 
counting started. Any candidate whose poster 
was found after that, was automatically 
WED disqualified. So supporters of every candidate 
generally went round the whole school pulling 
out any of their posters that could be found by 
the other: candidates, disqualifying them. 
‘There were no regular classes on the day of 
the campaigning for those allowed to vote. 
Brother was delighted to go to school without 
a school bag! Sister was going to be rather busy, 








as she was a helper for 
‘Tiny mouse. Sisterhad 
even given Tiny some 
ideas for her speech! 
‘The campaign speeches 
began. Itwas the turn 
of the Girl-SPL and 
Boy-SPL candidates 
first, They went arourid 
every class along with 
their supporters making. 
their speeches. 

“Ifyou choose me as 
Boy-SPL, I promise to 
get a canteen set up in 
school!” promised 
Mohan mouse. 

“No doubt Mohan 
has promised you all 
something big, but it is, 
for you to judge 
whether he can really 
pull it off! Remember 
what happened to a 
similar promise last 
year made by a G-SPL 
‘candidate! We're still 
waiting for the canteen!” 
declared Rohan, who 
was opposing Mohan 








for B-SPL. 


“What did happen 
last year?” Brother 
asked Sister later. 

“Well, the girl was 
elected for promising a 
canteen. And later 
when we asked her 
when it was com 
she said very sarca: 
tically, ‘Don't you know 
it was just election 
tactics? Grow up! Don't 
tell me you believe 
everything you hear! 

“So can't believe the 
candidates s0 easily, 
can we?" asked Brother 
Undir. He was learn- 
ing fast. 

The Girl-SPL can- 
didates made their 
speeches. 

“You know I'm an all- 
rounder and a 











favourite with 
the teachers. That's 
why I'm one of the 
chosen candidates. Vote for me! Il make a 
great G-SPL!" declared Shiny. 

Tiny mouse’s speech was different from 
what the other candidates had said. Sister 
was rather proud of it as she had written the 
first draft. And Tiny had said, “You're a great 
one for ideas! I love what you have 
suggested. And I'm going to use it!” 

So Sister was waiting with bated 
breath to hear the final version. Tiny 
came forward to make her speech. 

“Friends! All of us candidates have the 
approval of the teachers because the 
teachers have selected us. So that shows 
we all have the qualities of leadership! 1 
do and so does my opponent! Now we 
want you students to select one of us to 
be your leader. Naturally Shiny wishes 
that your votes go to her. Well, and so do 
I! Use your vote wisely! Choose the best 
candidate, not for the teachers, not for me, 
but for yourselves!" 

‘There was loud clapping at the end of 
‘Tiny's speech. Sister Undir felt rather 
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pleased! The idea of not boasting and 
making rash promises seemed to have had 
a good impact! 


he two B-ASPL and two G-ASPL 
candidates also finished their election 

speeches. Finally, it was the turn of the 
three candidates for Sports Secretary, S- 
squared. Kismis, Badaami and Anjira 
were the candidates. ‘The three of them 
were great friends. They were in class XII 
and were in the same gang. Kismis was a 
super athlete. Badaami was the school 
girl's hockey team captain. And Anjira was 
in the school badminton team. 

“I wonder if they'll break up after the 
elections!” said Sister Undir. 

“Hope not!” said Rani mouse. 

“Why will they break up?” asked Brother. 

“Only one of them can win the post of S- 
squared. They're competing against each 
other. Two of them will loose! That may break 
up the gang!” explained Rani. 

“Let's hope not!” said Sister. 
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‘inally, on Friday, it was time to vote! The 
Fit auditorium was converted into 
polling stations. There was a lot of noise and 
chatter. Ten tables with ballot boxes on them 
were placed in pairs. ‘The boxes were closed, 

T; $i except for 
oa on 

mm $oing toVOTE & i on 


thistame! which ballot 
papers were to 

aT Dy be inserted 

5 ) Each pair of 

tables was called a 

( | polling station.So 
there were five poll- 


ing stations, 
each manned by 
a teacher. All 


voters had to line up to 
cast their votes. One 
class at a time voted. 
Much talk and 
discussion was going 
on all over the school 
auditorium. But it was 
dead calm near the 
polling stations. 

“Why are there five 
differes ballot 
papers?” Toffee from 
class five asked. 

“One for each post, 
dum-dum!” replied 
Brother, who consider- 
ed himself a little 
expert on election 
Which he was, 
compared with the 
rest of his class mates. 
After all, he had a big 
sister! 

“How do the ballot 
papers look? Do you 
think I'll be able to fill 
them up correctly?” 
asked Toffee. 

“Each paper will 
have the names of the 
candidates for that 
post with a little box in 
front of each name. 
said Brother, 
drawing on a scrap of- 
Paper to show Toffee. 
“This is how the B- 
SPL ballot paper will 
look like: 

Boy-SPL 

Rohan 

Mohan 

All you have to dois, 








puta ‘X’ sign in the box 
of the candidate you 
choose. That's all! It's 
quite simple really!” 
Brother was becoming 
quite good at expla- 
nations. He had picked 
up quite a lot from 
Sister Undir. 


V oting went off 
quite peacefully 
up toclass X, When the 
Xlth standard came to 
vote there was some 
commotion. ‘The teach- 
ers called for silence. 
But things would not 
quieten down. The 
Xith were not lining up 
properly. There was 
much discussion and 
noise. Something was 
definitely up. 

“Quiet! Voting is in 








progress" shouted a 
teacher. 
Matters were 


quieter after that. But 
everyone sensed that 
all was not well. Class 
XI went to vote one by 
‘one and then left the 
auditorium. There were 
whispers that some- 
thing was wrong. But 
what? Then class XII 
lined up to cast their 
votes. And that was the 
end of voting. 


he next day, 
Saturday, was 
counting day. Only the 


teachers and WAG Is & Seed ove)» 


candidates were 
allowed. The 
teachers were 

















counting all 
the votes for G 
each can- (w 
didate to \ 

find out 

‘who had been elected! 
On Monday, the results 


would be officially 
declared in the school 
assembly! 

“Ooh! How I wish 
we could go and get a 
sneak preview!” said 
Sister Undir. “I'm dying to find out if Tiny 
has won!” 

“Me too! I'd like to know if my candidates 
have won!” echoed Brother. 

“Think of how the candidates must be 
feeling! They must be really tense!” said Sister. 

“Why don't we take a walk to school after 
lunch? We might find out something! I 
don’t want to wait until Monday!”| 
suggested Brother. 

So that is what they did. At school, 
counting was over. The list of winners} 
for Girl and Boy SPLs, Assistant-SPLs 
and Sports Secretary had been typed up. 
‘The candidates had begun to dispers 
Sister ran to find out the results. Had| 
‘Tiny made it as G-SPL? Who was the| 
new B-SPL? And the SS? The teachers| 
were secretive. But the candidates| 
present had found out, 

“There is'Tiny! Why don’t you ask her?” 
Brother suggested. 


THE UNDIR STORIES 


Girona Tiny and looked at: 
er questioningly. Tiny made a\ 
‘thumbs up’ sign! Yes, she had won! 


“Congratulations!” shouted Sister in Anjira got only 23,” 
excitement! said Tiny. 

“I was up by a margin of 112 votes! It 
"was a clear victory! Thanks a lot for your 
speech idea! And all your support!” Tiny 













F for 
“What about the rest of the results?” Badaamil” said Sister. 
asked Brother Undir. “All the three are 
__ “Well, Rohan has been elected the equally good! Don't 
A _ Boy-SPL! But his margin was narrow — worry!” said Tiny. 
5 only 27 votes” said Tiny mouse. “I wonder whether 
~ “Mohan must be feeling rotten! But the gang will bre 
luckily, I voted for Rohan!" said Brother. up!” remarked Sister. 
“So did I!” said Sister. “So, two of my “It’s time we went 
candidates won, so far! home!” 
F oe “And the Bee-ASPL and Gee-ASPL?" “Bye, both of you!” 


asked Brother about the boy and girl said Tiny. 
Assistant SPLs. “Bye! See you on 




















{ _ “It was a clear victory for both Kabir and Monday!” said Sister 
{. Rita," replied Tiny. 
| _ “Yay! Hurray! My votes went to Kabir and 

ey [i foo! What about you?” asked Brother, 
AA jumping happily. n Monday, during 
£ “Well, I got Kabir right for B-SPL. But 1 \J school assembly, 
4 voted for Sita who lost the seat forG-ASPL! the results were 
| So three out of five for me!" replied Sister, __ officially declared. The 
“As for the Sports Secretary, Kismis has Principal read out the 


won by 199 votes! Badaami got 96 votes! And names of the winners. 


Dad: What did you learn in = 


sums you did yesterday for me 






‘A: What happens when two oxen bump. 
into each other? 
B: An Oxident! 

Radhika Subramaniam, 

Std VI, Nirmala Matric School. 

Coimbatore - 641018 


‘There was much clapping 
and congratulation! Each 
of the winners were 
allowed to say a few 
words, Most of them 
thanked the voters for 
electing them, All except 
one. Rohan, the new B- 
SPL said, “I am the best 

You had to vote for me!” 

“Boo!” shouted 
someone, even though 
he was elected! 

“Shut up!” yelled 
another from the back. 
Others laughed. 

Later, there were 
stories about the class XI 
matter. 

“Did you know that all 
of them had cast invalid 
votes?” asked Sister 
Undir, 

“Invalid votes? What 
do you mean?" Brother 
wanted to know. 

Rani had also heard 
about the matter, “It 
appears to have been a 
planned strategy. 
heard some of the clas 
XI students turned in 
blank ballot papers! 
Others put a cross 
against all the 
candidates!” 

“And so none of their 
votes could be counted!” 
declared Sister. 

“But why would they 
ever do such a thing?” 
Brother wanted to know. 
“Wasting their votes 














deliberately!” 

“Because the teachers had not selected a 
single candidate from class XI. That's why!” 
explained Rani, 

“They wanted to protest. And, of course, 
get noticed!” said Sister. 


o that was what the teachers were 
6S discussing in the staff room!” 
exclaimed Brother. “I overheard them 
talking when I was sent to pick up our test 
note books!” 

“Such a thing has never happened in our 
school before! I wonder if it was wrong 
of class XI to do such a thing!" said Rani 
mouse. e 

“Well, I think they were right! After 
all they didn't harm anyone else! And 
got their point through to the teachers!” 
replied Sister Undir. 

“Do you know that the gang of 
Kismis, Badaami and Anjira has not 
broken up after all?” asked Sister Undir, — 

“How do you know that?" Brother 
wanted to know. ¢ 

“L saw them have lunch together as 
usual!” explained Sister. 

‘That night, Sister and Brother Undi 
went to bed thinking about all the 
election happenings. What a lot they 
had learnt! 












ANURADHA KHATI 





Life truths 


Ft has been discovered that a smiling ani 
humourous person lives a longer and 
healthier life than a gloomy fellow. We 
should try our best to put a good face on 

life, and take disappointments lightly, 
Let me tell you a few stories that illustrate the 
power of humour, 













‘ocrates, the great Greek philosopher, had a lot 
fof friends and admirers, But his wife did not 
appreciate his wisdom and sermons. 


ne day, Socrates was having a discussion with his 
friends on the verandah of his house, Suddenly, they 
heard his wife shouting at Socrates from inside the house. 
‘They asked him what the matter was. 
“It's nothing,” he replied, “Just some thunder before rain.” 
‘And sure enough, his wife came running onto the verandah, 
and poured a bucket of water on his head! 
Socrates’ friends marvelled that he could maintain a sense of 
humour despite a nagging wife! 


\ 


Bx: Shaw was a great dramatist. And he was a bachelor. He had 
many admirers — one of them a very beautiful, but not very intelligent 
‘woman. 

One day, she visited him and said, “Sir, | Jove you very much, Will you 
mary me?” 

“Tam very ugly,” said Shaw, “And you are a great beauty. How can there 
bbe a match between us?” 

“The real beauty in a person," replied the woman, “is inside, not outside. 
Andi we havea chi he issue to have your intligence and my good 

“What happens, " asked Shaw, “ifthe child has my beauty and your brains?” 

In ancient India, many scholars had tufts on their heads, In British 


India, many became Divans, officers and judges — and very often had 
to hide their tufts behind turbans. 


‘One of them was asked by 
his English boss, "Why are you 


‘wearing this turban?” 
“To protect my tuft, sir!” 
“Tult? What's the use of a tuft?” asked the 
boss. 
“Well,” replied the employee, “The credit for 
‘ating this Job goes tomy tut 
“When | was younger, | very often used to fall asleep 
‘while studying,” said the employee, "So my father used to tle 
the end of the tult to pillar, to make me sit erect while studying. 
“The moment my head drooped in sleep, | would feel a painful tug 
‘on my tuft! And that's how I managed to pass my exams at al 


Obra ren astine, thre was a doctor, who was a surgeon too. He 
became notorious for performing operations as a cure, even when a 
dose of medicines could do the trick. 
Krishna, a patient, wanted to teach him a lesson. So he stood in the queue 
to see him: The doctor asked the first patient, “What's your complaint?” 
“Thave a wound in this finger 











“Hmm...” said the dector, “I'll operate and chop off that finger. You'll be 
alright then. 

‘The next patient said, “Sir, a glass piece has entered my toe.” 

“Teh, tch! We'll operate and cut that toe off.” 





It was Krishna’a turn. 

“Sir,” said Krishna, "Maybe I'll see another doct 
“Why?” asked the doctor, “Tell me what ails you. 
“You seo,” said Krishna, “I have a pain in my neck.” 


THROUGH = P= 
LIFE! 




















A Gayabalan Story 


About a thousand trees 
ing Jayabalan had been idle for so long. around the lodge were cut 
that he was exhausted and took to his. down, so that the king 
bed. Several doctors examined him, and said could ‘have a better view 
that he needed a holiday. of the hills and valleys 
Ayalaan, the minister for foreign affairs, surrounding the lodge. 
suggested a trip to four or five countries. But ‘Tents were put up for the 
Varisumai, the finance minister, objected to soldiers accompanying 
this, since it would cost a lot in 
foreign exchange. ‘The jaybee, the 
currency of Jayabalpore, had fallen 
very low (£ 1 =820 Jbs.) And so, an 
extended foreign trip could be 
disastrous financially. 
Janwarappa, the minister for 
animal welfare, made a suggestion. 
“Your Majesty, I can make ar- 
rangements for a trip to the hills, 
where you can stay in a good forest 
lodge for a fortnight or so.” 
“That's a good idea,” said Arivilli, 
the minister for education. “Return fy 
tonature and all that. All the other 
ministers also approved of Janwar- 
appa’s idea, The king seemed to like 
it, too, 
Several days were spent in 
selecting a good place to go to. At 
last it was decided that the king 
should go to Pooty, the great- 
grandmother of all hill stations, It 
was situated in the Jayabal Ghats, 
the mountain range on the western 
side of the country. the king’s party. 
Finally the king set 
laborate arrangements were made for Out, accompanied by 
the trip. All those living near the ghat Ayalaan and escorted by a 
road were asked to vacate their houses, hundred soldiers. Drums 
Army men were posted all along the route. A Were beaten, bugles were 
special carriage with extra springs and blown; horses neighed, and 
cushions was made ready. It was to be pulled springs groaned, and away 
by eight horses. went the king, smiling 
‘The forest lodge was given a face-lift, and waving to the crowd. 























eanwhile in the up curtains which she had stitched. A black and 
forest. lodge, white kitten played around her feet. 
Kartekar, the keeper She was still at it when the king's party 
of the lodge, and arrived. She and her husband rushed to the 
Thayyal, his wife, entrance to receive the king. The kitten bounded 
were making last along with them 
minute preparations, — Kartekar bowed low as the king got out of the 
Thayyal was putting carriage with some difficulty. Thayyal did what 
she thought was a curtsy, but which 
was more like a stumble. The kitten 
mewed 
“Welcome, Your Majesty,” s 
Kartekar. 
“It is a great honour to have you 
here, Your Majesty,” said Thayyal. 
“Meow!” said the kitten, 
King Jayabalan nodded and 
smiled graciously. 
“What: a cute little kitten!” said § 
Ayalaan, Kartekar and his wife { 
beamed with pleasure, 





fter about half an hour, the @ 
king and Ayalaan went boat- 
ing in the waterway known as Cody 
Canal, named after the famous } 
ASS British explorer, John Cody, who had 
ny LASS OO had a bath in this stream before going 
SS 


Wis SSS 


AYABALAN AND THE 


onto explore more interesting places. 

‘They returned to the lodge at 
dusk. The lodge was lit with 
candles and lanterns, and looked 
very picturesque. 

Dinner was served by Kartekar 
on the verandah, in candle-light. 
‘There was absolute silence, broken 
only by the hum of insects and the 
distant roar of wild animals, 

“Tell me, Kartekar, are there any 
ghosts in this lodge?” asked 
Ayalaan. 

“have not come across any,” said 
Kartekar, “But some visitors did 
complain of strange happenings.” 

“Don't worry,” said the king 
grandly. “If any ghost is foolish 
enough to appear before us, we'll 
cateh it, throw it over our shoulders 
down the staircase.” He guffawed 





Ey ** he slapped Ayalaan on the back. 





yalaan put his hand over 
is mouth and giggled. But 
Kartekar was horrified, 





“Your Majesty,” said Kartekar 
bulging eyes. “You must not 
speak that way. If any ghost 
happened to hear you, it may try 
to give trouble in the night.” 

“It'll get itself into trouble if it 
tries anything,” said the king 
laughing loudly. 

“It is not good to provoke the 
spirits,” said Kartekar, 

“Nonsense!” said the king. 

“In the city, we don't believe in 
all this," Avalaan told Kartekar, 

“Well, [hope you'll have a good 
night's rest,” said Kartekar, 

Later, when they went off to the 
bedroom, the king was in a jovial 
mood. He sang snatches of a song 
and whistled old tunes. ‘The lodge 
had only one bedroom, and so the 
king had to share it with Ayalaan. 
But it was a huge room with two 
ornate beds, a chest of drawers with 
mirror, a sofa set and a couch. 
‘There were also several cane chairs 
and small tables, 

‘The king 


yawned noisily 








as he got into his pyjamas. 
‘Watch out for ghosts, Ayalaan,’ 
he said with a broad wink and @ 
laughed dutifully. 
out the candles. 
And then they both got into their 
beds, rolling themselves in the 
blankets and snuggling into the 

quilts. 

‘Soon the room reverberated with 
the snores of the king and Ayalaan. 
xy slept soundly for about an 


uddenly the king woke up with 
art. He had felt a weight on 
his stomach, as though something 
were sitting on it. 

“What... what...2” said the king 
rising, and the weight left his 
stomach. The king lay wide awake. 
It was pitch dark. A strong breeze 
was blowing through the room 

‘And then there was a tap at the 
window. Then another, and then 
one more. The king struggled up to 
a sitting position, There was a 


¢ sound, ‘To his 
ised that it was 
ng across the 


slight serap 
horror, the king 
a cane chair mo 
floor 

‘Ayalaan!” the king bellowed. 
rudely awakened from 
sleep by this yell. He bounded 
out of his cot and collided with a 
nd went sprawling on the 













ah!” sereamed Ayalaan, 
ring a light!" the king yelled 
By now, Ayalaan was by the 
’s side. Both stood there 
clutching each other, eyes bulging 
and mouths chewing on their 
knuckles. 

“Pap, tap, tap,” came the sound 
from the window. ‘The cane chair 
moved again, And then there came 
a sound, "Pzzt 

Ayalaan broke away and ran to 
the door screaming. 

“Don't leave me,” yelled the king 
bounding after him, They banged 
against furniture, stumbled, fell, 
rose, and ran on, At the door, both 
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tried to get out first, and got caught 
in the doorway for a moment. 
Then they were out with a ‘pop’ 
like a cork coming out of a bottle, 
and were running madly for the 
stairs. It sounded like a stampede 
of elephants. 





artekar appeared with a 
lamp. 


“What is it, Your Majesty?” he 
asked anxiously. 

“In that room... that room, 
king panted, 

“There was a tapping at the 
window," said Ayalaan. 

“Yes,” said the king. “And the 
chairs were moving about. Surely it, 
isa ghost.” 

Kartekar went into the room to 
investigate. The king and Ayalaan 
stood outside the door shivering with 
fright. 

In a couple of minutes, Kartekar 
came out smiling broadly. He was 
carrying the kitten in his arms. 
‘Here's your ghost” he said. 

“What do you mean?” said the king 
rather angrily, for he thought the 
Keeper was pulling his leg. 


” the 





“Your Majesty,” said Kartekar, 
“My wife had been putting up 
curtains in that room when you 
arrived. She left this ball of twine 
behind. The kitten must have 
been playing with it, and got 
entangled in the twine. It must 
have gone round and round the 
leg of the cane chair. Inits efforts 
to free itself, the kitten must have 
dragged the chair around.” 

“Then what was the tapping 
sound?" Ayalaan asked. 

‘Thatis just the branch of a tree 
brushing against the window 
panes. There is a strong breeze 
outside,” 

“Oh,” said Ayalaan, 

“Oh,” said the king. 


here was a loud sound 

of many feet climbing the 
stairs, Six or seven army officers 
came rushing up, and saluted the 
king. 

“What has happened, Your 
Majesty?” asked the senior-most 
officer. 

“Uh... well... ah....” the king 
hemmed and hawed. And then 
he said, “My minister Ayalaan 
had a nightmare. He’s quite 
alright now. You may go.” 

‘The bewildered Ayalaan stood 
there blinking, but he said 
nothing. Kartekar took the hint, 
and played dumb. 

The people of Jayabalpore 
were surprised by the decision of 
the king to cancel his holiday and 
return to the capital. They also 
wondered why he banished all 
cats and kittens from the palace, 


JANAKAN 











Il plants and animals on earth appears as if they are 
need water to live, But strangely fighting with sticks. 
enough, there is one creature which does These rats live near 
not drink water in its en- 


tire lifetime, THE KANGAROO 


= It is a kind of 
5 rat found in the 
south-western 
United States of >Tdout. 
Siamaiva It is fp af ak 
© called the kanga- alert 
2 roorat, It got this 
= name because its ae 
© legs and tail are 
shaped like that 


© of the Australian kangaroo. bushes by making 
2 holes in the earth. 
Tie eves by jumping ike a kan- 
100. Whatever little moisture this 
tiny rat needs, it gets by eating roots R. Narayanan, 
and desert plants, Its legs are quite aged 14, 
long, when compared to the rest of its Lisieux HS. 
body. When two kangaroo rats fight, it Coimbatore. 


RIDDLES 


@ Why was the man unharmed when 
he dived fity metres into a glass of 
Pepsi? 

As It was a soft drink! 




















~~ ee 
Q: How does a ghost eat bread? 
‘A: By goblin’ 


Q: What's the difference between an, 
ice-cream and a bully? 
A: You lick one, the other licks you. 
B.S. Kamalashree, aged 16, 
Coimbatore - 641 018. 
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ACEDOL 


Me 
My a 
mountainous 
region in the 
Balkan Penin- 
sula in South 
Eastern 
Europe. It 
covers 66,397 
sq. kms. and 
has a population of about four 
and a half million. 
Most of the people are far- 
mers. Farm products include 
| barley, corn, rice, wheat, cotton, 
EY} tobacco, fruits and vegetables, 
{sheep and goats. The region’s 
{ mineral resources include cop- 
! per, chromite, lignite and 
{ magnesite. 

Macedonia is inhabited 
chiefly by Slavs in the north, 
and Greeks in the south. ‘The 
Balkan wars in 1912-1913 
divided Macedonia between 
Serbia (now Yugoslavia), Greece 
and Bulgaria, 





Greek Macedonia : It 
covers 34,203 sq kms. and has 
about 21,22,000 people. 

Yugoslavian Macedonia : 
It is one of Yugoslavia’s six 
republics. It covers 25,713 sq 








kms. and has 
about 19,14,000 
people, 
Bulgarian 
Macedonia : 
It covers 6,480 
sq kms. and 
has a popula- 
~ tion of about 
3,44,000. 


A. savage European 
people called the Thracians 
moved into the region about 
2,000 BC. After 1,100 BC, the 
Macedonians came under the 
influence of the Greeks. King 





Philip I of Macedonia; unified 
the Greeks in 338 BC, and 
prepared an expedition against 
the Persians. His son, Alexan- 
der the Great founded a vast 
new empire on the ruins of the 
Persian Empire. After Alexan- 
der’s death in 323 BC, his 
generals divided his empire. 


Mhacedonia became « 
Roman province in 148 BC. 
In the 1300’s the Serbs 





~ Fuset Our lights suddenly wenr off 
thar day. Ir was abour 6 o'clock in the 
burirwassill dk 
| ourside. | was alweady late 
on school... | dressed iv a 
huey avd conubed wy haie 
‘Quickly packing my books, 
began walking (actually 
Jogging) towards school. 


Aviat, wastes! 100k 
ny sear in class, Then suddenly, 10 99 
uiwosr horsor, | discovered rh I had 
‘worn my frockinside-our. I was shocked 
could focus my artestion on the 
nes fom Then ov. Bur luckily, it was 


|NOF-T00 AppaRenT. | hurried home after ~ 


Poonam P. Rao, 
Pune. 


settled down there. Bulgaria 
had already invaded a little part 
of Macedonia. In attempts to 
gain more of Mecedonia, Bul- 
garia invaded the region during 
both World Wars. Both times, 
the Greeks and Serbs fought on 
the victorious side and drove the 

Bulgarians from Mace- 

donia. 


Alpana Mandal, 





S. Ravi Kiran, Std. IX, 
Jawahar Navodaya Vidyalaya, 
Sirpur Kaghaznagar. 





N. Mai ged 13, 'S. Madhumitha, aged 7, 
Kendriya Vidyalaya, Vivekananda M. School, 
Bangalore. 
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Piyali Mitra, 
Bombay - 42% 502, 
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Rv ‘The alarm clock Vapi, while my mother, 
vent off] My father woke brother and I, live in Baroda, 
up, and began to get dressed —_in Gujarat. His office being in 
ina hurry, Hurrying to and Vapi, he lives in the hotel 


AN HONEST DEED 


fro, and tripping over things room itself, like a home! 

in the hotel room, he finally 

got ready for his office. Ready at last, my father 
Let me explain. My father picked up the car keys and 

lives in a hotel in acity called zoomed off to the office. 


lees Frequnily, | ali love fling chemiry jokes. 


MOTHER IS SURPRISED: 


was leaching my daughter her alphabels 


le, B for box,” Hold 
















i my major in chery. | dd lta home, Huse chemical 

















.” she replied, “B 





is for Boron 


1, Bull 


thal she 


ach letter of 
S the alpha 
VS. Sh 





Coimbak 


as W hecllly Mecpaprorcel 


There, he found that he had _he put his hand in his pocket, 
lefthis purse behind. Though took out the missing purse, 
my father has a lot of faith in _and returned it to my father. 
people, he did not ‘Themoney wasintact. 
want to take a My father was 
chance. For, his touched. He gifted a 
purse contained a pair of silver anklets 
thousand rupees. to the cleaner’s 

He rushed back |4 sweet little daughter. 
to his hotel room, Rakhee Ponnani, 







and found the room aged 12, 
cleaner busy at work. As soon Vidya Vihar H.S., 
as the cleaner saw my father, Baroda. 








TULL < YOUR BRAINS \(\\\\\\\\IIIINl 


ANSWER THESE RIDDLES 


1. He is between two _7. It does not move, but 
mats with an LC.S. degree? helps others move up and 
Guess who? : 

2. How can you make the 
Roman number IX equal to 
or 

3. You can take my first 
letter, second letter and all 
my letters, and yet remain 
the same? 

4. Why can’t you name it 
without breaking it? 

5. What is found in the 
middle of both Americaand down. What is it? 








‘Australia? ‘8, Why was 6 afraid of 7? 
6. I can run but I can’t V. Sankar, aged 13, 
walk. Who am I? New Delhi - 110 058. 
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rock? Nothing really, for 
t 






hood, who sinned 
against his mother and 


On the coast of lhe inhabitants of the village were 
Western Sumatra very poor and they had a tough time 
near the mouth of the trying to make 


rau River, ends meet. Fishing was 
lerge grey 











their only means of liv- 
ing, In that village, 
lived a family, the 
Kundangs with 
their son Malin, 
special about this who were poorer 


than the rest. Malin’s parents doted upon 
their only son, never corrected him for his 
mistakes, and tried to keep him as happy 
as possible. As is so often the case, instead 
of returning his parent's love and affection, 
Malin became lazy and selfish, and a bur- son to help him in his 
den tohis parents, He was extremely quar fishing. But in vain, 
relsome, always, fighting with somebody in One day, he heard 
the village, and would never do any work. that there was a ship 

One morning, as Malin Kundang’s at the delta, whose 
mother sat in their small cottage weaving captain was looking 
cloth, Malin, as always looking for mischief, for new men for his 
stole up quietly behind her, and quickly crew. Malin Kundang 
grabbed her spool, He was about to run was growing up, and 
away with the spool, when he fell, and the his father, who was 
sharp point of the bobbin pierced his fore- always thinking of 
head just above the eyebrow. Weeping his son's future, ask- 
im whether he 


WRN rican ul ke tal. 


and bandaged his Yes, he would, saic 












wound and comforted her 
naughty child, The 
wound which was quite 
deep, healed after sev- 
eral days. But it left a 
deep scar. All the villag- 
ers knew about this scar 
above his eyebrow. 
Malin Kundang’s fa- 
ther had often asked his 
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And he set 
sail with the ship. 





news of Malin 
Kundang. One day 
Malin’s old father 
died, Malin's mother 

was left all alone. 
Meanwhile, Fate 
smiled on Malin. He 
¢ not only became cap- 
‘ tain of his ship, but 
| grew to be quite 

i wealthy too. 

One day, the villag- 
ers of the delta town 
{ of BatangArau saw a 
| large handsome for- 
© eign ship, in their 











small harbour, They saw a tall man 
standing on the deck, One whispered to 
another, that the tall man was none other 
than Malin Kundang. It had been years 
since Malin had left the village. Tt was a 
grown man they saw now, a bold and 
dashing figure, elegantly dressed. But 


the older folk knew him by the scar above 


his eyebrow. They remembered 

‘The first thought that came to the 
minds of the villagers was about their 
difficult days. Things would be better 
now. Malin would surely help them. They 
ran to tell Malin’s mother the news. 


Yee Kundang’s mother could 
ardly believe her ears. “My son? 
Are you sure it is my son who has re- 
turned? Then I must go and see him," she 
said. 

The ship was splendid indeed. The 
spectators were there in throngs, admir- 
ing the vessel from stem to stern; the 
wood of its main mast; its billowing white 
sails. It was a great event, a great day! 
As the captain of the 
ship was a native of 
their village, the villag-, 
ers were sure that he 
would agree to admit, if 
not all, at least many of 
their sons as crew in the 
ship. 

Malin’s mother saw 
her son and recognized 
him. She ran up the 
gangplank and em- 
braced him, 

Malin Kundang rec- 
ognized his mother too. 


But Malin was a captain and a 
ship-owner, a rich man. This 
was a poor old woman bearing 
a basket of rice. 

“Why has this old woman 
come to my ship?” he asked 
roughly. “Take her away. Tell 
her her son is not here.” 


he villagers were dumb- 

founded. But Malin 
Kundang’s mother was not sad 
nor discouraged by her son’s be- 
haviour. The next day she re- 
turned, sure that he would re- 
ceive her. It had been so long. 
He might not have recognized 
her, But again, Malin Kundang 
ordered her away. 

A third time Malin 
Kundang’s mother tried to meet 
her son. And this time, Malin 
Kundang himself ordered her to 
leave the ship. 

“What do you want of me, old 
woman?" he shouted. “I do not 
know you.” 

‘The old woman looked de- 
feated. She raised her arms 
above her head and cried, “God! 
punish him as he deserves.” 


he next day, Malin Kun- 

dang left the Batang Arau 
delta. He sailed straight into a 
hurricane. Malin, standing on 
deck, saw the huge terrifying 
waves rolling towards his ship, 
and heard the roar of the wind. 
In this moment of peril, he 


Teacher : Kala! How many 
times have I told you not to scrib- 
ble on the black-board! 
Kala : Sorry, Miss! | forgot to 
count them. 
AJ. Freni, aged 13, 
Tuticorin - 2. 





thought of his mother, and from 
the depths of his being, repented 
his sin and his wickedness to- 
wards her. Amidst the scream- 
ing of the wind and the thunder 
of the waves, he fell upon his 
knees. “Mother,” he cried. “My 
mother! Forgive me. I have 
sinned against you. Forgive 
me!” 
But it was too late. 


na very short time the ship 
sank, and a huge wave flung 
it upon the beach. But there 
was nothing in its appearance 
to indicate that it had once been 
a ship. All that could be seen 
was a large grey rock — and to 
this day it is there —a reminder 
to all who hear its story, the 
story of Malin Kundang. 
LALITHA 















Kanakodoso wos a renowned Voishnava saint 
of Karnataka. Let me fell you his story 


ive-year-old Kanakadasa was an 

‘unusual boy. He recited devotional 

songs from the Ramayana and the 
Mahabharatha, which he had heard from 
elders. At the age of ten, he began 
composing his own devotional songs on 
Vishnu. 

Vyasaraya, a great scholar of his time, 
took Kanakadasa as his disciple. The young 
boy’s remarkable talent and humility, won 
the heart of the teacher, This made the 
other students jealous. 











Fives of Saints 


One day, Vyasaraya 
called all his disciples 
and gave them a 
plantain each, 

“Take this fruit to 
some solitary place,” 
he said, “And eat it 
without — anybody 
seeing you.” 

‘The students hid in 
different places and 
ate the fruit, But 
Kanakadasa did not 
eat his. 

When Vyasaraya 
asked him the reason, 
Kanakadasa replied, 
“How can I eat this 
plantain without God 
seeing me?” birth, and drove him 

away from the temple, 

Anette day, Vyasaraya held up his Stung by their 
clenched right fist and asked, “Who words, Kanakadasa 

can tell me what is in my hand?" went out. Leaning 

All the disciples made wild guesses, but against the western 
all were wrong, Kanakadasa said, "You wall of the temple, 
are holding an idol of Lord Krishna."And directly behind the 
he was right. The guru knew that his shrine, he murmured, 
unique pupil was indeed a blessed soul. “Lord! Am I to be 

‘After his years with Vyasaraya, denied even the plea- 
Kanakadasa began a pilgrimage visiting sure of worshipping 
holy places in Karnataka. He reached the you?” 
holy city of Udipi, which hasa temple with Then a miracle 
an idol of Lord Krishna. happened! A portion of 

the wall crumbled 

Karke, with his long unkempt down—the idol of 
ir, beard, and soiled clothes, stood Krishna inside the 

in front of the shrine and began to sing. temple turned its face 
When the temple priests heard him, they towards the west, so 
realized that he was only a shepherd by that Kanakadasa could 








worship him freely! That 
portion of the temple wall is 
even today called ‘Kanakadasa's 
entrance’. The priests realized 
that Kana- kadasa was a saint, 
and felt ashamed of their 
narrow-mindedness. 





n 

Teak jasa says, “God 
dwells in all living beings and 
there is no caste - superior or 
inferior: The soul has no caste — 
the life in all human beings is 
casteless, Caste distinctions are 
signs of ignorance, and fighting 
over them is a sin. Even the 
lotus found in marshy land is 
offered to God.” 





ne day Kanakadasa's wife 

had gone out to fetch drin- 
king water from the well, when 
he was in deep meditation. A 





Exam time! 
Professor : Did my questions bother 
you? 

Student : Not at all, sit It was the 


answers that bothered me! 
\_U, Shwetha, aged 11, 
B,E.M.L. English Model 

HPS., 
Bangarpet. 





stray dog entered their kitchen 
and ran out with a chappati in 
its mouth. Kanakadasa's wife 
who was returning from the 
well, saw the dog run out. 

She gently chided her 
husband, “Didn't you see the dog 
carrying away a chappati? 
Couldn't you be a little more 
alert?” 

Then Kanakadasa did a 
strange thing. He took some 
jaggery and ghee, and ran after 
the dog crying, “O dear God, 
please do not eat the chappathi 
alone; it will not taste good. Eat, 
it with this jaggery and ghee.” 

It is said that at the end of 
the chase, the dog vanished and 
Lord Krishna stood in its place 
and blessed Kanakadasal 
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girl who wrote me is a school gir! 
of fifteen. Do you know how I 
was born? 

Indu read Gandhiji’s autobiogra- 
phy My Experiments with Truth, and 
was greatly impressed by it. She 
decided to write one too, and told 
everyone about it. All her well- 
wishers advised her against it 

“Don't do such a terrible thing,’ 
they begged, “We'll have to read it 
then.” 

Fighting against all such obsta- 
cles, Indu began to write me. her au- 


iE: an autobiography. Indu, the 



























tobiography. She was so absorbed in 
me, that she forgot everything. She 
stopped playing with her friends. 
‘She even stopped fighting with her 
sister. She wrote and wrote and 
wrote... 





‘wouldn't call myself a bad auto- 

biography, even though that’s what 
people thought of me, 

Indu was furious with every- 
body's opinion of me. She sent me off 
toa leading children’s magazine. 

The editor returned me with a 
‘small note on how 





up [had made him 

But Indu was not deterred. She 
read me out to her class during a So- 
cial Studies period. How the class 
groaned! 

Lam now lying in the bin, sad and 
rejected. [only hope I won't meet the 
same fate with Gokulam.. 

, Indu K., aged 15, Palakkad. 
Dear! Ind, 

You have not given your complete ad- 

dress. Please send itt us. Ed. 
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“The Junagarts 
Fon 


‘ou may think of Rajasthan 

as just an ocean of sand. 

«But in my travels, I found 

it one of the most unforgetable 

journeys ever. Read on, to find out 
why. 


Our first halt was at Jodhpur. 
We stayed at the Umaid Bhavan 
Palace which is a hotel now. It is 
so vast, that I wouldn't be 
surprised if you got lost there. 
There is a museum inside the 
palace which displays old artillery 
that was used in bygone days. It 
also has ancient furniture, 











artillery and paintings. 

Jodhpur was our first halt 
because we could go on to Jaisal- 
mer from here. 





‘This is the fabled land of the Ei 
golden sands. The fort of 
Jaisalmer has become a city of its 
own, with about 2,000 inhabi- 
tants, But the north wing of the 
fort is not lived in, and is a tourist 
attraction. There are detailed 
beautiful carvings on the walls, 
and the rooms are extremely well: 








‘As you walk down corridors, 





you will find cannons preserved 
through centuries, 

‘The doorways are low, and one 
has to stoop to enter. The guide 
had an interesting explanation for 
the short doorways. He said that 
they were purposely constructed 
low, so that traitors, bending to 
pass, could be easily beheaded! 

‘The Rajasthani girls inside the 


“pegs 


fort wave to you as you pass — 
they are so cheerful and friendly! 

By sunset, thousands of foreign- 
ers throng the deserts of Jaisal- 
mer, The setting sun turns the 
sand into glowing gold. 

Jaipur 

Jaipur was yet another place 


filled with joyful surprises. This 
city is more developed when com- 
pared to Jodhpur and Jaisalmer. 
There are so many palaces and 
museums! 

‘The Jaipur palace has two 
wings — one for the king, and one 
for the queen! The king's cham- 
bers were interesting, quite like 





But the queen’s wing stood out, 
with white marble and black stone 
— fountains, springs, gardens and 
statues of various birds, 

Then came the Hawa Mahal 
It was a shopper's delight. 
Colourful garments, duppattas, 
bangles, slippers, and of course, 






*Loke Place Hotel Udaipur 
little souvenirs to 
take home, 

We visited the 
Amber palace nestling 
in the rugged hills 
near Jaipur, We also 
saw a group of golden 
Jangurs sunning them- 
selves 

Sheesh Mahal (or 
palace of glass), was breathtak- 
ing, Itwas lined with mirrors and 
lass! The guide showed us a room 
lined with mirrors, with no 
windows. Hidden among the 
mirrors was a trap door! In the 
pitch darkness of the room, he lit 
two candles — you can imagine 
the effect. 

Mt. Abu 


Only when we saw the Dilwara + 


did we realize what 


Temple 
makes them so famous. 


Every centimetre of the walls and 
ceiling was covered with intricate 
car- vings. One of the Dilwara 

temples has a myth behind it. 
‘The architect of the temple had 
two wives. He gave them both the 
jobs of carving the walls of the 
room, Myth has it that they took 
‘years to doit. For, when one found 
the other’s wall more beautiful, 
she would break down hers and 
carve it all over again! So you 
can imagine how the work 
dragged on for so many years! 
Finally, the architect was 
tired of this competition and 
asked his men to carve the 
walls exactly like one 
another. The men made 
three differences in the 
carvings, so that both 
walls would just be slight- 

ly different 

‘The main temple was 


workers who built that 
temple built a smaller temple 
with the left-over blocks of stone, 
in their free time. ‘This temple 
was plundered by Muslim inva- 
ders. 


fr fects 
TWENTY-FOUR HOURS? 


‘Wity is a day divided into twenty four hours? The 
Sumerians divided their day into six watches — three per day, 
and three per night. The Babylonians divided a day into 
twelve equal periods. The Egyptians were the first to 
divide a day into twenty four hours — to mark their 
priestly ceremonies. 

Ancient star-gazers noticed that the night was 
marked off by the consecutive rising of twelve bright 
stars. So the night was divided into twelve hours. For the 
sake of symmetry, they divided a day into twelve hours too. 

Thus a day and night had twenty - four hours. 

‘Shadow Clocks were primitive Sun-Dials and gave the approximate time 
during sunny days. But there was no system to measure the time at night. So 
Water Clocks were constructed. A water clock allowed water to trickle very 
slowly out of carefully graduated bowis. By dipping one's finger in, and feeling 
how many of the ridged markings were above the surface of the water, one 
could find out what time it was. 

Greeks and Romans improved this, and made more accurate water clocks 
called Clepsyctras, which could measure even the fractions of an hour! 

K.R Visalakshi 

‘So, the top of the temple was Pichola Lake and view the Lake 
renovated to resemble a mosque Palace in the centre, one’s trip is 
dome, to fool invaders from afar. not complete. 

Udeipar The famous Udaipur park is 

‘The city of lakes was our last not to be missed too. The trees 
stop. If one does not visit the grow so thickly, that it is dark in 
the park, day or night! 

Tiny fountains in between the 
trees send out sprays of water 
that fall on the leaves, producing 
a sound like falling rain. 

Another area in the park is 
landscaped beautifully, with plants 
and fountains. 

It is commonly said, “See 
Naples and die.” I shall amend 
that to, “See Rajasthan and die!” 

Lakshmi Balaraman, 
Holy Angels Convent, 
Madras - 18. 

















Anecdotes 


De peopie honour these who do 
manual work? Is the term ‘manual 
work’ properly understood? 

Rajaji (C-Rajagopalachari) 
posed these questions to an 
audience at a meeting at the 
Thakkar Bapa Vidyalaya in June 
1953, He said, “We do not respect 
persons who work with their hands. 
‘We have not yet got rid of the feeling 
that manual labour is undignified.” 

Rajaji went on to say that progress 

could only be achieved, if pu 
showed respect to labour, 
People should feel that 
those who labour are 
superior to those who do 
not. 





Rajaji then narrated the story of 
King George V of England (grand 
father of the present sovereign, 
Queen Elizabeth IR, who was sent to 
work on board a vessel ata time when 
he should have been at school. He 
‘was made to do manual work, with 
the result that he learned to respect 
people who worked with their hands, 

“Therefore he became a good 
king,” said Rajaji adding, “Similarly, 
T would ask children to respect men 
who work with their own hands.” 








Why do some people 
never fail in their mission, 
or do not admit that they 
have failed? 










= following story about Thomas 
Alva Edison, the noted American 
inventor (of, among other things, the 
phonograph and the incandescent 
electric lamp), is illuminative. 

After his 700th unsuccessful 
attempt to invent the electric lamp, 
Edison was asked by a newspaper 
reporter, “How does it feel to have 

failed seven hundred times?" 
Edison replied, “I have not failed 
seven hundred times. Ihave not failed 
even once. I have succeeded in 
proving that those seven hundred 
ways will not work. When T have 
eliminated the ways that will not 
work, I will find the way that 

will work.” 

Edison indeed finally 
found the way that would 
work, and invented the 
electric light. 

- ACHAL NARAYANAN 
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mrutha entered the packed bus wrinkling her nose. 
—, What a crush! If she had to reach school on time, 
Seas she had to squeeze herself in too, The seventh 

E 
“standard class teacher never took a favourable view of late- 






comers, and insisted on writing a remark on the calendar, 
or asking the Unfortunate student to stand outside the class 
for the entire first period. 

She hung on to the back of someone's seat with one 
hand, and to the waterbottle with another, as the bus rocked 
from side to side. The conductor came along asking for 
tickets, Amrutha fished into her pocket, with her waterbottle 
hand, and finally came up with the required change. As 
she was about to hand it over, she felt someone tugging at 
her uniform. Looking down, she saw a small gir! wearing 

the uniform’ of the same school 
Scowling, she thought, “Must be 
one of those impudent fifth stan- 
dard girs!" 

‘The girl looked at Amrutha with 
scared eyes and said, “Didi, digit 
Please pay for my ticket too. | 

forgot to bring money. 







hough irritated, 
‘Amutha remember 
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ed, that she had been in a similar 
situation once, and decided to help 
the gitl. Looking at the conductor 
who was getting impatient, Amrutha 
produced the necessary money for 
the git's ticket from her pocket 

There were no words of thanks 
from the girl 

"Just as | thought,"" thought 
Amrutha in disgust, "Mannerless 
thing!" 

She got off at the next stop, and 
seeing her friend Dipti, went to talk 
to her, purposely ignoring the little 
girl scurrying after her. 


‘he next morning, Amrutha rode 

her bicycle to school and 
reached fifteen minutes before time. 

‘She was parking her cycle, when 
she heard a familiar, "Didi, digit" 
behind her. She turned, to face the 
same fifth standard girl. “Didi, 
please take me for a round on your 
cycle.” 

‘Amrutha looked at her in surprise. 
Cycling was not an uncommon 
activity within the school compound, 
But it certainly took guts to ask such 
favours from strangers, especially 
seniors, Yet, Amrutha could never 
refuse anyone directly, 

“Some other time,” she said, 
{oping that tne gi would take the 

wand go away. 

Just then, Dipti ran upto her. 

‘Amrutha! Did you bring the 
mushrooms?" 





mrutha gasped. How could she 
have forgotten? The science 
teacher had specially appointed her 
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tocollect mushrooms for the science 
exhibition, and would surely be wild 
with her now. With a sinking heart, 
she noted that there were only five 
minutes left for school to begin. 

“Didi, didi!" that persistent voice 
called for her attention. 

‘Why don't you just leave me 
alone?" Amrutha screamed in 
frustration, 

Shrinking, the girl whispered, 
"Didi, | know where to find mush- 
rooms. Follow me,” 

The girl walked away quickly. 
Dipti and Amrutha looked at each 
other. They knew that ordinary 
fungus was often mistaken for 
mushrooms. 

“What have we to lose?” asked 
Dipti 

‘Amrutha ran in the direction the 


AMAA 






girl had gone, with Dipti close at her 
heels. 


' tthe far end of the school 
i compound, stood a cluster of 
banyan trees. It was here that the 
girl was now pointing. Dipti peeked 
into the cleft between two trees, to 
} see a large white mass of fungus 
sticking to the tree 

Just ordinary fungus!" Dipti 
explained to the girl who was staring 
at their disappointed faces with a 
puzzled look 

‘Didi! Can you take me for a round 
on your cycle now?” the git! asked. 

Fuming, Amrutha drew herself to 
her full size and was about to give 
the girl a piece of her mind, when. 
as if sensing what was coming, the 
Girl took to her heels and ran off at 
full speed, 

Dipti and Amrutha exchanged 
‘one more look, thinking, “These fifth 
‘andard brats!” when the schoo! 
bell rang, 

"Oh no!" cried Dipti, "We're late! 














‘And without reason,” 
added Amrutha. Then 
‘Amrutha had a brain wave. 

“Why not take along this 
fungus for the exhibition? It 
could even appease the 
teachers,” she sald aloud, 
and began removing the 
fungus from its base with a 
stick. As the fungus gave 
way, both girls gave a cry of 
amazement, for, behind the 
fungus stood a group of the 
most beautiful mushrooms 
they had ever set their eyes 

‘on! They carefully removed the 

mushroom and ran back to the 

school building 

Of course, they were scolded for 
being late, They were made to wash 
inds, since some varleties of 


thelr h 
mushroom are poisonous, And the 
mushrooms were the best part of the 
entire exhibition! 


(LJ ey you!” Amrutha called out 

H to the familiar small figure 
walking ahead of her. It was the 
morning of the next day, and 
Amrutha had once again cycled to 
school fifteen minutes earlier. The 
girl looked back at Amrutha, and 
remembering the previous day's 
incident, almost ran away again, But 
she stopped on seeing a friendly 
smile on her senior's face. 

How about a few rounds on my 
cycle till school time?" asked 
Amrutha, still smiling, 


Gayatri Chandrasekhar, aged 16, 
Thane - 400 601. 


Peazzler 
Spot ’n’ tell! 


Hidden here are six 
household appliances that run 
on electricity. Quick! Spot 
them as fast as you can! 





G. Sushantho Chander, 


Solution on page 80 
-nummururon 
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Hindu HLS.S., Madras. 


ODD ONEY 


Pick the odd one out 
a, Mozart, Beethoven, Socrates, Handel, Bach. 

b. Fox, Jaguar, Wildcat, Leopard, Lion. 

c. Rhinocerous, Cow, Antelope, Yak, Goat. 

d. Enid Blyton, Conan Doyle, Sarojini Naidu, Shoba De. 


Radhika Subramanian, Std. VI, 
Coimbatore - 18. 
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SKY WONDERS. 
Mofus know that rainbows are 
made up of seven colours —the 

famous VIBGYOR — Violet, Indigo, 
Blue, Green, Yellow, Orange and Red, 
in the reverse order. But very few of 
tus would have been fortunate enough 
to see some of the rare manifestations 
of this natural phenomenon, 

Sometimes, rainbows are all 

purple, all red or just all white! 
Sometimes, instead of arching into 
the sky, they lie flat horizontally, or 
stand up vertically, like glowing 
pillars of light! Froma flying plane, a 
lucky spectator can see the complete 
circle of glowing light. 








@ 





ainbows are formed when the 

rays of the sun undergo disper- 

sion or splitting, into seven colours, 
inside the tiny droplets of water 
floating in the sky. The splashes made 
bya ship, the mist remaining after a 
shower on a sunny day, the dew drops 
formed on a spider's web, and the 
spray of water from waterfalls and 
fountains, can cause the formation of 
rainbows. We have to be in the right 
place at the right time to spot them! 
‘Why is a rainbow multi-coloured? 
The white light from the sky is 
actually a mixture of the seven 
component colours found in the 
rainbow. The sunlight enters the tiny 
droplets of rain-water which act like 
prisms, get bent and refracted at 








different angles, forming the multi- 
coloured bands called Spectrum, All 
the drops of water which are in the 
same angle of vision with our eyes, 
combine to form a very big arcor even 
semi-circle of glowing colours. 


yurple rainbows are 
Panny tere or 
uring sunrise, They are 
formed by the high 
clouds that scatter 
blue and violet 
light, which the 
raindrops 














yd 
refect back to GeaN 
the observer, At Xe 


sunset, when the 
sun is very low in 
the sky, the rainbow 
may appear asared 
are. This is because the 
shorter wavelengths like 
blue, green and yellow, get 
dispersed as they travel in the 
sky through the atmosphere. 
White rainbows appear either 
in broad daylight or night. During 
the daytime, the rays of sunlight may 
be reflected by very small droplets of 
moisture, These drops may be so 
small, that the emerging bands of eol- 
‘ours are also very narrow. Hence they 
tend to overlap and produce the white 
light once again, White rainbows seen 
by moonlight, are not really white. 
‘They appear white, only because our 
eyes are not able to distinguish the 
colour bands formed by the feeble 
moon-beams, If the Lunar Rainbow 
is photographed with the correct 
exposure, we will find them to be 
multi-coloured as usual 


he interesting phenomenon of 
double rainbows occurs very 
frequently. The two bows formed will 








have their colour 
schemes in the 
reverse order — 
like mirror 
images. The 
light rays get re- 
flected twice in 
the outer rain- 
bow, also called 
the | secondary 
rainbow. Hence the 
order of colours 
be reversed. 
rainbow’s colours are 
less bright than the 
colours found in the 
lower or the primary 
rainbow. 
Horizontal rainbows 
are sometimes seen 
above dew covered fields 
and large water surfaces. 
‘They are supported by the 
conventional rainbows 
behind them, Standing like pillars at, 
the ends of a curved rainbow, the 
straight rainbows are seen over a 
large expanse of water. The one 
possible explanation is that the re- 
flections from the vast expanse of 
water creates numerous rainbows — 
one above the other. They are 
probably too feeble to be seen, But the 
ends of the rainbows overlap and re- 
{inforce one another to form vertical 
pillars of multi-coloured beams. 






can never see the ends of a 

rainbow. Arainbow does not 
have end points. Theoritically, we 
should be able to see circular 
rainbows. But the horizon cuts it off 
into bow-shaped rainbows! 


VISALAKSHI RAMANI 





his happen- 
ed a few 
months ago. I was 
playing outside, when I 
found a nest with a baby 
sparrow in it, lying on the 
ground. My friend and I, 
gently picked the nest up, 
and put it back in its 
place in the tree. 


Sometime later, the QOO® BRD, 


nest fell down again. 

I picked the nest 
up and took it home, 
with the intention of 
saving the little 
sparrow’s life. I left 
it out in the balcony. 


he next 
morning, \N 
found that the P R 


little bird had 
fallen into a hole 
in the balcony. I 
tried to rescue it. My 
friend took a stick and 
tried to pull the 
sparrow out. But 
he jabbed 


the stick with great 
force into the hole. The 
little bird died on the spot. 

I felt so bad that I could 
think of nothing else that 
day. I wept silently. My 
parents tried to cheer me up. 
I felt very sorry for the poor 

bird. 


K.J. Udaya Kiran, 
aged 10, 
Kendriya 
Vidyalaya, 
Adilabad. 
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The next time you try to 
rescue small animals and 
birds, ask a parent or a 
supportive adult to 

help you. Ed. 





Here are some lines from poems written by 
Indians. Do you know who wrote them? 
1. “The wind is asteep in the arms of the 
dawn 





Like a child that 
has cried all 

night 

2, “Where the 
mind is without 
fear and the head 
is held high 


forest. 
4./"My mother only said 


yp 


3. "Brilliant, crouching, stouching, what crept through the green heart of the 










Thank God the scorpion picked on me 


and spared my children." 
5. And search 
{or certain thin - 
stemmed, bubble-eyed water bugs. 


THE LAKE 





DISTRICT - I 


“K 
uti. | want to see the 


place where Wordsworth lived. Isn't 
Wordsworth a splendid name for a 
poet? His words are really worth 
remembering,” 

“Odd that you should say that. All 


my old owners had read and enjoyed 
his poetry, toot” 

“This is Ambleside," Kutti the 
magic bicycle announced. “One of 
the most beautiful places in the heart 
of Wordsworth country — the Lake 
district.” : 

Kuti flew slowly to the peak of a 
wooded hillside, There was a lovely 
large rock, right at the top. Balaji sat 
there quietly, breathing in the cool, 





peer 
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me PADMA‘ 
fresh air. 

“That lake down there is Lake 
Windemere,” Kutti began. 

"Hush, Kutt. This place Is too 
lovely to be interrupted with voices, 
J Just want to sit silently.” 


Thre take was more clear and st 
than any body of water Balaji hacl ever 
seen before. A road wound Its way 
along the lower part of the hill, A 
litle bench stood by the road, looking 
down the hillside, 

“What a lovely thought, to put a 
little bench there, in the hope that 
people would just stop and sit and 

g watch this lovely view for a while!” 
{ Balaji thought. 
} Most of the trees were velvety 
{green conifers. They seemed to shine 
against the blueness ofthe sky. A few 





sheep were grazing on the hillside, 
like small white polka dots 

“A flock of sheep that leisurely 
pass by one of rivers, winds and seas, 
smooth fields, white sheets of water, 
and pure sky..."" Balaji recited, 

“Come on Balaji, you've lost track 
of time. We've been here watching 
the scene for an hour, almost."* 

Balaji sighed and rose reluctantly. 

‘There's a skylark, Balaji” Kutt 

pointed out as they flew over the 
gleaming green mantle. “Do you 
remember Wordsworth's skylark 
poem? 

Hail to thee, blithe spirit 

Bird thou never wert...” 

“That's Shelley's poem," Balaji 
corrected, ““Wordsworth’s poem 





starts like this : 









es PADMA 
Ethereal minstrel! Pilgrim of the 
sky! 

Dost thou despise the earth 
viene cares abouna?” 


Then they both fell sent. The 
view was so magnificlent, $0 rich. It 
‘was like being in front of a king, in his, 


castle. This place commanded 
respect and quiet. 

“Oh, Kutti, ‘Earth has not anything 
to show more fair,” Balaji quoted, 

“This Is Armside, Balaji." 

‘Are we still in the lake district? 
The scenery is quite different from 
Ambleside,” 

“We're in the southern part of the 
lake district Balaji. Limestone and 
chalk country.” 

Kutti landed on the beach. 

“Go for awalk if you like, You can't 
‘ycle on this beach sand, obviously.” 

Balaji walked along the beach 
‘Some parts of the path were gravelly. 
The gravel was nearly white in places. 
He looked at the swirling patterns that 
the sea had drawn on the brown sand. 





a 


Ween he snaty returned 
from is walk, was dusk, Kut 
vas nowhere to be seen, Had 





Bala ost his way? Impossible! He'd 


just taken a straight long walk along, 
the shore. There weren't any major 
landmarks, of course. 

"Maybe I've walked too far, But | 
‘ought to have spotted him anyway. 
Kutti, where are you? Are you trying 
to play hide and seek? Come on out! 
This Isn't funny. I'm worried about 
you! 

Balaji strained his eyes. Then he 
saw it! Just Kutti’s handlebars, sticking, 
out of the mud. 

“Hello there, Kutti bike where are 
you hid — Ob, my God!” 

Kutti was struggling. He was 
sinking! 

“Balajil”” he managed to gasp. 
“It's quicksand. I'm drowning in 
quicksand. Don’t come too close to 
me. Leave me and go to a safe place. 
You have to take care of yourself 
now.” 

To be continue 








‘SHE WAS WAITING FOR HER FRIENDS TO 
‘COME AND VISIT HER, 








TWAS OM, THE OYSTER! am 


——7 






























































SOON, THE HOUSE WAS 
FULL AND CHITRA WAS 
HAVING A VERY HAPPY 

DAY! 


In this story, Om was. 
‘moving around, but 
normal oysters are 

stuck to one spot. Did 
you know that some: 

‘make pearis that are 

black? 
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SLU Leg 


alloo was watching her father cut open a ripe 

jjackfruit with a knife, As he began to take out 
the sections of the fruit one by one, Lalloo's mouth 
watered, She liked the fruit very much, and its 
sweet aroma was quite inviting. 

Her grandfather had sent the fruit from his farm, 
‘There were many jackfruit trees there. Every year, 
he sent a few fruits and Lallo looked forward to 
eating them. 

Lalloo’s father gave three or four sections of the 
fruit to her, and she began to eat them. 

“Daddy! How sweet they are! I can eat even a 
hundred of them!” she said, munching the sweet 
fruit. 





“They are delicious, but too much of it will 
upset the stomach. You can eat four of five 
sections, not more,” said her father. 














“D addy! How long does the 
jackfruit tree take, to 
yield fruits?” asked Lalloo, 
“It takes nearly fifteen to 
twenty years.’ Your grand- 
father planted the trees, and 
we are enjoying the fruit! 
He has sent some 
Jackfruit saplings to be 
planted in our 
\ backyard. If you 
\\ plant the saplings 
now, you can eat 
the fruit when you 
area young woman, 
Your children and 






dchildren will enjoy the 


gra 
fruits of your labou 
“Oh! It’s such a long time to 


wait! How nice it would be if 


they grew quickly and yielded 
fruit in a week or a fortnight!” 
said Lalloo 

“You are very impatient! 
laughed her father, “You can't, 
expect miracles to happen, It 
takes time for every living 
thing to grow up, grow old 
and die, Come on, let's take 
the sapling to the garden 
Plant them with your lit- 
tle fingers, It'll yield fruit 
when you are the mother 
of a child!” 


hey went to the 
T: den, Lalloo's father dug 
ahole, and she placed a sapling 
in it. While, watering it, she 
began to dream. “How nice it 
would be, ifthe sapling became 
‘a tree and yielded fruit next 
week itself!” 

And. lo! It did happen! Ex- 
actly a week later, the sapling 
had grown into a big tree, and 
there were a dozen ripe fruits 
hanging down the branches! 
Lalloo's joy knew no bounds. 
She danced around the tree and 
jumped up and down in excite- 
ment. 

“Daddy! Mummy! Look, what 
has happened! The sapling has 
become a tree and we have fruits 
too!” She ran into the house 











to tell her 

parents. 
“Look 

daddy! The 


sapling has grown into a tre 
and there are fruits too!” 





| § Lalloo stopped to gasp, 
her father said, “Are you 

still a small girl to run about 
madly like this? You should be- 
have yourself. You are a woman 
of twenty five.” 

What Lalloo heard was not 
her father’s usual young and vi- 
brant voice. It was trembling a 
bit and sounded old. Laloo 
looked up. Was it her father? 
Was the woman who stood be- 
side him, her mother? Yes, they 
were her parents... But, what 
had happened to them? How 
had they had grown so old 
within a week? 

Her eyes wandered to the 





mirror on the wall. She was 
shocked to see her image in the 
mirror. She was no longer a girl 
of six! She was a woman! She 
stood perplexed and puzzled. 
‘Suddenly, she realized what had 
happened. It was not only the 
jackfruit tree that had grown at 
‘a devilish speed. Everything 
else had aged too! Time had sped 
fast, indeed! 


¥ allo could no longer con- 

_. trol herself, 

“No, ..no, it's horrible! I don't 
want things to grow so fast! I 
don’t want to grow old so 
quickly! Idon’t want my parents 
to become old so early! Let 
everything grow at its own 


— POETRY 








pace...” cried Lalloo at the top 


of her voice. 
“« ye Lalloo! What 
A is wrong with you? 
Why are you erying like this? 
You aren't dreaming, are you?” 
said her father, shaking her by 
the shoulder, Lalloo opened her 
eyes and looked around. It was 
her own sweet, young and 
handsome father! She looked at 
herself, She was not a grown- 
up woman — she was the same 
old little girl of six! There, before 
her eyes, the leaves of the tender 
jackfruit sapling danced gently 
in the breeze! 


TE GARDEN 


Early that morning, 
Tegan gardening 

I dug up the land, 
Separating rocks and sand. 
I sowed many seeds, 

And fulfilled all their needs 
They grew into big trees, 
Inhabited by honey bees, 
But one day came a storm, 
That destroyed my lovely farm. 
Undaunted, I began again, 
Aided by sun and rain. 





C. Sumalatha, 
Anantapur - 515004 






STORIES 
FROM OUR 


twas 11 pm. 

“Oh! When am I going to 
complete all these chapters?” 
Such thoughts didn't allow me 
to concentrate. It was my 
science exam the next day. Even 
though it 'd been a holiday for 
studying, I had wasted all my 
time dreaming about the 





holidays, as 
it was the last, final 
examination. But now, I 
had three chapters to read. 
“Why did I waste..." My 
thoughts were interrupted by 
my mother's call from the hall, 
where she'd been knitting. 
“Sandhu,” she called out. 
“Haven't you finished as yet? In 
my VIIIth std...” 
‘Oh, gash! She had started off 
Ididn't know whether to 





laugh or cry. I wanted to laugh, 
because it was the umpteenth 
time, my mother was going to 
tell me that she'd always been 
up-to-date with all that had 
been taught in 
class and she had 
never lit the mid- 
night lamp. 


y mother 

now peeped into my 
room. I wanted to cry, as I 
didn't know a word of these 
three latest lessons. My 
mother entered, took | ~~ 
the book from my 
hand, and asked me to 
state Newton's laws of 
motion. 

“Mum, I haven't read that 
‘was just coming to it; 
said, blinking all the time, 
as if she had asked 
something extraordinary. 

“It’s supposed to be 
very important, 
Sandhya,” she said. 

“Anyway, go to 
sleep now. It's nearing twelve. 
Til wake you up early.” She shut 
the door and went out. I was 
feeling very sleepy. But I 
vigorously turned the pages of 
my book hoping to study. My 
eyes fell on the diagrams. I 
hadn't practised them! So, I 
began doing that, thinking that 
the laws could wait till 
morning... 




















ow ake up!” came 
my mother's shrill 
voice. 

“Wake up!” it came again, 
now rather sternly. I woke up 
with a start. I looked at the 
clock. It was seven, already!! 

“Mother, you said...’ 

“Thave been trying to wake 
you since five, but you never 
even stirred,” she said sharply. 
I got dressed in a hurry, with my 
mind constantly on the laws of 
motion. I gulped down my 
breakfast. It was 8.15 and my 
exams began at nine. I took my 





book. 

“Aah!”I thought, “I'l get you 
Newton.” 

“Have you got everything 
ready?” my father asked 
suddenly. 

“My pen! My peneill!” 


olly, I didn't know where 

‘the contents of my pencil 
box were, When I was all set to 
g0, it was already 8,30am. I took 
my bag and hurried to school, 
pedalling away rather fast. 





Suddenly, there was an 
explosion. 

“My eyel 

Thad a flat tyre! 

It was rather like a 


conspiracy. First my sleep, then 
my pen, and now my eycle—all 
against my studying Newton's 
laws, I rushed to the nearby 
shop and left my cycle there. 

“Rring,” the school bell 
welcomed me as I entered. I 
could now do nothing but pray 
— pray with all my heart that 
the question wouldn't come. 
‘Please God, if it does not 
appear, Il break two coconuts 
for you.” 

Tentered my class, repenting, 
for having wasted time, 
for having postponed 
studying my lessons... 





y thoughts were 
cut offby my English 
teacher's voice. 


“Students, please stand up 
and pray for two minutes,” she 
said. She was the invigilator! I 
prayed sincerly — that 
Newton's question shouldn't 
come. 

“Okay now, standard VIII 
stand up,” she said. We stood 
up. She distributed the question 
papers. My heart was beating 
fast. Iscanned the whole paper. 
No laws! No Newton! I almost. 
wanted to shout in joy. Instead, 
Theaved a heavy sigh of relief, 
which made everyone stare at 
me. But it didn't matter for... 

“VIIIth,"my science teacher's 
gruff voice called out, “There's 
a correction. Cut the seventh 
question — which is out of } 
syllabus and write down a new 
one.” 

T felt a lump form in my 
throat, as he dictated, “Write the 
Newton's..!! 








K.Savitha, std IX, 
D.AV. BHEL School, 
Ranipet. 









Trcunorocy 
t least fifty-one men tried their hand at producing a typing 
machine, before the first practical typewriter appeared in the 

market in 1874. As early as 1714, Queen Anne awarded Henry 
Mill a patient for ‘an artificial machine for transcribing letters on 
paper’. But no one knows whether it was ever built. In 1830, an 
‘American, William Austin Burt came out with Burt's Typographer. 

In 1873, the inventor, Christopher Sholes and his associates, 
produced the first practical machine that actually wrote faster than 
clerks could pen words in long-hand. Consequently, Sholes has been 
referred to as the fifty second man to invent the typewriter. He 
himself had worked on fifty different models before succeeding, 

That same year, B. Remington & Sons, manufacturer of firearms 
and sewing machines, bought Sholes’ patent, In some ways, 
Remington’s typewriter looked very much like a sewing machine, 
for it featured a foot-treadle and a black 
case with finely stencilled flowers. Over 
the years, many improvements were 
made so that the typist was able to see 
what he or she was typing. The addition 
of lower-case letters, and a ribbon that 
automatically reversed itself made it 
more convenient. 

fholes’ keyboard remains in use even 

today, although it almost seems 


mae TYPEWRITER 


programmed for inefficiency. Originally, the inventor had arranged 
the letters alphabetically, with the result that the keys jammed 
frequently, In 1932, Dr. August Dvorak proposed a more practical 
key-board with the most used letters on the middle bar. Professional 
typists and typing teachers prevented its adoption. 

Mark Twain was entharalled with the typewriter. He said that 
it Piles an awful stack of words on one page. So it does not miss 
things, or scatter ink...’. His novel ‘Life on the Mississippi’ was 
probably the first typed manuscript ever. 


















n 1920, James 

Smathers inven- 
ted the first electric 
typewriter suitable 
for office use. By 
1940, electric type- 
writers could space 
letters proportion- 
ately, an inovation 


that improved the legibility and 


look of the typed 
printing element like a golf ball, 
with raised letters, numbers and 
punctuation marks replaced the 
bars and moving carriages on 


many office machines. 


ypewriting machines 

started appearing in all 
languages around the world 
But the most complex machine 
was the Chinese typewriter. 
With over 3,000 characters to 
choose from, an average typist 
will type 8 words per minute. 
But with a fifty-eight key 
English typewriter, the average 
speed is 120 to 140 words per 


minute. 


Newspaper and magazine 


WRITING ALWAYS PLAIN SIGHT 





AN EARLY TYPEWRITER AD. 


page. A 


editors, and businessmen can 
take advantage of the new 


memory type- 
writers, which 
are programmed 
to recall and 
revise previously 
typed matter. 

machine 
plays back the 
fresh copy, error 
free, at a very 
high speed. The 
typewriter key- 
board was so 
popular, that the 
computer 
industry which 
came much later, 
retained the 
same keyboard. 
So even in this 


hi-tech world of computers, the 
random alphabet arrangement of 
Sholes’ is very much in use. 












From our readers 
was a bat! If whirled through the room, and 
finally sat beside him. And it suddenly spoke! 
Hey, Rohan! Will you visit our kingdom?* 
Rohan blinked. He could not believe his 
ears. 
A BAT SPEAKING! 















The 
morning sun 
was stream- 
ingin brightly, 
through the class- 
room windows. S 









uddenly Rohan felt strange. He felt 
Rohan was listening >) himself being carried away by the bat, 
keenly to what the qcross green fields and rivers. It flew around 
maths teacher was gq mountain, and suddenly darted into a 
saying, Suddenly,he tunnel. It was dark everywhere, and the bat 
saw something flying _ still few on. Suddenly, he felt a jerk. He was 
over his head. His falling down, down, down! The bat had 
eyes followed it. If dropped him! He fell on the ground with a 


THE KINGDOM 











THUD’! 

| | Two bats about 

the size of Rohan 

hovered near him. 

They picked him up 

and carried him 

through the bat king- 

dom. Rohan was 

astonished to see allsizes 
of bats. 


At last they entered a big 
hall. There, sitting on a big 
throne, was a bat with jong 
ears, dressed in assilk cloak. 

“Wow! Who are you?* 
asked Rohan, 

“Me! | am the king of 
bats.” said King Bat 
proudly. Rohan 
burst into laughter. 

*You laugh at 
me? Vampires! Take 
this creature away 
and quench your 
thirst!” king Bat roared, 





‘wo piggy-nosed, sturdy bats came for- 

ward, Rohan mocked at them, “Ha, 
hal You have piggy noses.” The vampire 
bats snarled at him, They were about to. 
take him away, when the small bat which 
had brought Rohan, rushed in panting, 
and gasping. 

“Don't killhim! He is my friend!” Allbat 
heads turned, 

“Petral You!” exclaimed king Bat, 

“Yes, father, He is my frlend,” and Petra 
told him how she had brought Rohan 
there. 

“Okay, Petral Take him to your room," 
ordered King Bat, Relieved, Rohan went 
with Petra, 


Pste took him to a dark cell, 
“What's ll this, Petra?” asked Rohan, 
Petra explained. 
“This is the peculiar world of bats, Ro- 
han. We are of many kinds. My father is 
the Vesper bat. He is the largest European 


bat, and | am also a 
Vesper, The ones who 





“Vampires,” shudder- 
ed Rohan, and sud- 
denly he felt scared, 

“Yes. They are from 
the tropical zones of 
South America, | dislike 
them, My father says 
that they know a magic 
trick by which they 
continue to lap on a 
prey’s blood without it 
clotting.” 

“How can they do 
that?” Rohan asked 
curiously, 

“Rohan, |..ef.. don’t 
know, But let's go ask 
Vampi chacha.” 

They passed through 








the bat streets. The 
burrows and cracks in 
the cave were deco- 
rated into beautiful 
houses. The small doors 
were very narrow. 
Rohan realized that 
bats could squeeze 
themselves even 
through small spaces. 
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there. 
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*Royal Fish 
es... Royal fish 
esl”... a loud 
voice boomed 
through the 
street, Both 
turned. 
“Who is he?” 
“Oh! He Is 
the famous 
Fisherman Bat. 
He belongs to 
the famous 


Nicoitli family.” 

They went on, walking through the 
bazaar street.’ Various articles like fruits, 
vegetables, papers, pens, etc. were’ sold 


Suddenly, the air was filled with a very 
pleasant odour. 

Petra shouted in excitement, “Oh! The 
African Aunties have started selling their 
perfumes! The African Bat Aunties hove 


scent glands in them. The Batti 
Spray is my favourite,” 


t last, they arrived at the 
Vampi Colony. The houses 
were made of palm leaves, and 
were very different from others. 
‘Small tents were erected here 
and there. Suddenly Rohan 
noticed smoke rising from one of 
the tents. 
‘To be continued. 
S.Priya and J.Manju, aged 16 
Sri Sarada Mat. School, 
Salem. 





A MYSTERY IN THREE PARTS 
The story so far... 
In search of treasure, 
Anand and Bharath find 
themselves prisoners in a 
closed underground cave 
under the deserted fort 
Peter and Kannayya are 
upto something... Now read on... 


4) 7 ow whal?"Bharahs voice echoed in 
the dark confines of the cave 
Both boys ly alent, thinking hard. 
“We have candies and matches vith 
vus."Anand ssid aorly. 
“So?” asked Bharath 
“Tum around slowly” ssid Anand, “Til 





matchsticks fell out. After many unsuccessful 
atiempls, Anand managed to ght the candle 
by turing eround, 40 thot. his hands were 
rca Bharath lega 


Then, he hid the « 
horizontally, The lane burned bright and 
high, Bharath turned around, and held the 
ropes that bound his fim over the flame, 
The rope begun to burn 

‘AnaatBharath groaned, "Or! 

Boon, his hands were free. Ne switched 
‘on 8 torch, and unticd his legs. Then he 
untied Anaels bonds 

‘Then they pushed at the slab of rock 
thal was the door to their cave prison. Ther 
slab fel tothe olher side with loud crash 





con the floor 


=D EOE ED, 


you feel my back. Il somehow take the 
mmaiches and candles out off your pocket 
tnd welll burn the ropes that bind us” 
tant dangerous?” asked Bharath 
Lia” sid Anand, “But wel be careful 
Hs voice faded away, os he realtzed 
te porition they were in, Nobody knew 
where they were. Their grandfather knew 
Ut they had gone to the fort, but how 
vrould the reacuera know where to find 
Urea? Amnd manged to remove the candle 
and matchbox from Bharuth’s pocket. te 
fixed the candle between Bharath’ legs 
and crushed the matchbox: within is fingers 
‘The box broke on one seam, and some 





)N 


Freesat lassi Anand, sighing 08 he 
took deep breaihs of nt I had | 
alin, in thot. closed cave 

IP we had been there any longer” he 
said, "We 

‘Do we go buck home? “Bharath 
vwondered aloud. 

‘They looked at cach other Both of 
them were cuger to ry oul the selganite 





nite 


ld have: died of suffocation,” 





§ 





that had moved unexpectedly under 
Bharti’ hand 


Aitcr a tong, scarch fill of filselends, 
they found the lever-stalaganite ol Inst 
Bharath pushed the lever, then pulled it 
Nothiag happened. The boys pulled inal 
dlrecions in turn, but in vain 

“Another falsetead!” muttered Anand, and 
he kicked at the alalaganite in anger, The 
lever fell one way, then aprang back wth 9 
foud click, The boys heard a great rumbling, 
aise, One wal of the cave was opening, 
cul! 

‘The boys switched on their torches und 
Was the deserted 
Fort going to yield ita treasure to thea? 


ran in, very excited, 


They flashed the torch around. What 
they aa in the cave, chilled them to the 
bone, Sealtered around the cave,on chuirs 
were skeletons, all of them with an arrow 
cor aknife protruding from the rib cuge. On 
the floor too, were suncrous skeletons 
Dharuth flashed his torch tothe centre. 
imgnificent throne stood there, with a 
Thtoo, he 9 
knife protruding from where its heat would 
have been, 


bejewelled skeleton on it 


Thal oust be the king." whispered 
Anand, horied, was an urexpected and 
a scary find, ‘The musty air of the cave 
‘riled around, with sr from outside rusting 
in 

tle guards i!"shouted Anand, “Of 
course, the king is sitting on the treasure! 
‘The king is guarding i” 


Feeling bic ee forthe encct 
keletons, they rushed to the throne to 
























“It-con be rotated,” said Anand, “Help 
fe turn it” 


‘The throne turned on its pedestal, and 
another rock wall opened up, to reveal a 
cave fill of treasure. The boys gasped out 
aloud in sheer dabei The cave was piled 
high with gold, omements and precious 
stones 

“the king ond is miisrs us have 
conitted suicide in this room in sheer 
despair. Bul who wrote that 
manuscript. "Anand wondered. 

“In here!” a voice shouted, “Loot The 
treasure!” 

It was Kannayya's voice, 

Anand and Bharath darted behind the 
throne and crouched low 

Deter and Kennayya ran into the treasure 
ewe, past the throne. 





Anand and Bharath looked at exch 
‘ther. Bharath shook his head alight 
incicaling the entrance to the cave. The 
boys stood up, and ren ailealy culaide, to 
the main cave, where the lever won. They 
pushed a the allagpate lever wih al heir 
Aight. The cave door ground shut, a6 the 
Deter and Kannayya tuned, 1 look of 
‘surprise on their faces, When they aaw 
the boys they began to shout, But it wax 
too Ile. The cave door ahut firmly, 
‘separating them from the boys. They were 
abut in wilh the treasure they craved «© 
such for. 


As the boys emerged out of the hole 
sthore the pot bid been inthe chanber of 
the fort, they heard other voices. Theit 


hearts sank. Could the crooks’ gang 
menbers be searching for them? Before 
they could move, footsteps marched ilo 
the room, It was Prof, Palaniappn, with a 
few other men, The boys stood there, not 
knowing what to do. 

“What are you two doing here?” the 
professor frowned. “I's a dangerous 
place...” 

(One of the men with hin looked quite 


angry. 
“We're police officers" he asd, “You 
are trespassing on government property” 
‘Oh’ said Bharath relieved, “The men 
you waa! re down below, hut up in cave.” 


Explanations and an account of their 
adventures followed 

“Deter is my assistant.” said Prof 
Palsniappan, "We vere supposed to 
research into the history of this fr, when 
Kannayya came to us with the manuscript. 1 
hd 2 feting that both of them were upto 
something, for I aaw them mect al this fort 
sever tines. You boys seem to hve got 
tothe botlom ofthis mystery. Cood work” 


Bhorath and Anand reached their 
agrandlnther's house, to find him waiting 
tnxiourly for them. 

“The professor will be taking. care of 
the Lease,” asd the boys 

“You mean | cant Ace it, even?” asked 
_gyundtither, "It dca pay to be treasure 
hunters these daa” 

& Srikanth, aged 14, 
Kendriya Vidhyaaya, 
Kudrem 
Concluded 
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inima was standing at the bal 
Cony looking at the busy scene 
below her. Weliveon the second 
floor of anapartmentblackthat 
overlooks oneofthebusiest main 
roads in our city. Amma and Ilove to look at 
the people rushing to and fro, the honking 
cars, two-wheelers, the bullying buses, and 
‘onceina hile, the wal ofthe siren followed by 
a speeding V.1P. car. 

That evening, |was busy wrestling over 3 
dificult mathe sum while arima leaned over 
‘the bannisters, enjoying the cool breeze, 

Suddenly, | heard her voice urgently call 
‘out,"Shruthil Shruthi" 

looked up. Amma was almost bending 
doutie locking at something below. 

"Careful, ammal"| called only tohave my 
words drowned by a resounding crash and 
crunch of metal, An accident) 





got up ana ran tote balcony 

“Whathappened? What happened” 

“Shruthi" amma whispered, “See that 
mani 

“Which man, amma” 

“That man n the blue oh.” amma oa 
"See, he's the only one walking quickly avay 
from the acldent."* 

‘Yes, | sawhin coud veeustthe top of 
‘is head, ao the man qucky wove hi way in 
‘and out of the cron. People walking on the 
pavement in both directions had either 
Stopped, turned, or slowed down. But this 
man could be seen in a separate bur of 
motion, walking uly through the crowd, 

“Amma,” | sady*He's got something in 
hiohand. Can you see? its flashing ight 

‘Amma loked. 

“icant see anythin,” she said 


‘Theman stopped sudden and turned 
He was looking at the scene ofthe accident 
Then, Inaticed emathingmoreabouthim. He 
hadrolfchand! Thesleevehungempty.where 
hile arm should have been 

“amma | gasped, “Look? 

sWnat? she aed, as she tumed. She 


hid been watching the white car that had 
rammed into the road divider ina freak acc 
dent. 

But, before she couldrealylook, the man 
Intheblueshirsturned acorer,andwas gone 

ThewhiteMarvti1000hadcrashedright. 
through the metal divider, Ic must have been 
going pretty fast. 

“How did that happen, amma?” | asked 

“1 really don't know” she replied slowly. 
"The trafic was moving quite smoothly, when 
this car, for no reason, suddenly tured and 
rammed right Into the avider 

"Oh said, And why did you want me to 
look at the man in the be oh 

"He's been here from the mornin 
ald 

“What?” | gasped, 


“Trocmanhasbeenst 
bus oto fromthe moning 

found verystange, am hi whe 
autinthemotng Henasthere ar youand 
sppalets tor scholandofce He woo there 
IMlveaftercon. id vat he was ca 
aly tang, eaning against the bus-stop 
flr 

















looked 


hi 

rd ouddenly, after the accident, there 
hea, moving away, a8 though a job has been 
done: 





asked slowly, What are you 











llama, do you mean to say” 

My voice tailed off as | remembered 
something 

‘The peculiar head of the man with the 
blue shir, (cas bald slightly at the top, in 
‘the orm of tiny circle. But ther, haretyes 
and fashions were certainly crazy nowadays! 

Whathadthat Rashinglghtbeer?sait 
sigaltosomebody?"Godow andseeifthe 
drive's okay” mummy urged me, “Hope he's 
fot hurt” 

Iran downstairs. 

There it was, the now wrecked but once 
pretty white Maruti i000. 

“Whitecar blue shirt."Imuttered. Even 
Sherlock Holmes couldn’ have analysed the 
situation more careful and cloeey. People 
thronged around the car. racked my brains 
fraplausteresentorinene sakes 

§ sudden departure. \remembered scenes from 
{a recent: move, fave, wers the foro had taken 
{ revengeon tevin belonging to the ame 
criminal ang ashe did. Nas this too, eome- 
WEBB hinge tha Ae he acide opt pope 
made way forthe stretcher carrying thei 
{ Jured driver. Suddenly, my heart almost 

} ‘stopped beating! There it was! 
}Thesamecratr tad spor ontishend 


Boon the ambulance sped off, ard 
the crowd disappeared. The damaged car 
was toned away | couldn't concentrate on 
anything eee, after that. 

| wae unusualy uit that ight, and 
went tobed early. could seep property| 
rear that las ied to ple, and around 
mmedanced men wth spears and swords. Al 
of them had circular bald patches on their 
heads. Suddeniyoneofthem thrusthis spear 
into my stomach... 

Toke upwitha star, Theclock showed 
ten. 

“Oh, mummy ered “Schoelmust have 
started Wy ide you wate me 

“it' Gunday today, ily” my mother 


"Pel had w bath dressed, nd ate 


my breakfast. Then, restless, and with 
nothing to do. | straled over to a park. A 
\endor stood by his cart, roasting peanuts, 
bought some fora rupee. 

‘Al the benches inthe park were occur 
ped. | walked on, popping the peanuts Into 
‘my mouth. As the aot of them disappeared, 
\ realized that | was hldng the paper cone 
in my hand, It was a sheet tor from the 
front page of an old newepaper. Ard the 
headlines across it screamed. THE BALD- 
HEADED LEAGUE STRIKES AGAIN! 


DI apictty epread out the paper on a 
concrete enc \ amos forgot ta reathein 
myeccemert. 

THE BALD-HEADED LEAGUE STRIKES: 
AGAIN! 

Fopuaractreve Maid waskidnapped 
on her wary home, asx o'clock last evening, 
Ejewtresoe ony they 8a to men bearing 
reseminarces tomembersofthebald-headed 
(aque rive aay ina ue Mart 

‘This incident has been sensational, for it 
has been the second of va kindin the pace of 
aweek. The first victim, Mr... 

‘The paper had been tom off at this point 
tomate te coneforthe peanita tuned he 
paper over. vas the bottom of page, and 
{ell ed no newopaper name or date. 

Excited, ran out ofthe park towards my 
tome, Suddenly otopped, stunned Theres 
the one-handed an standing atthe ame 
‘spot he had stood before, when the first acci- 
dere took pace 

But before | could react, a blue Ambas- 
sor came roaring down the road. | stopped 
Bact ust inthe ic of tine to ave big un 
‘ver The car tured and rammed nt the 
Sher, ist a6 the Mart had done before. 

‘nas ene ofthe est pope to each 
theScene ofthe acide. | peered through 
The crowd at the ver Yes! There was Nis 
found bald patch sinng nthe surght 

‘The co-incidence was striking. Another 
car banging ito the diver at the same 
spot.a baldcheaded drive... the ble- 
Shred one-handed man. sumed to fd 





the one-handed man 
wriggle out of the 
fast increasing crowd 
of people 
*Samething’ 
fishy” | thought, 
Someone in the 
crowd yeled," Plea 
call the ambulance 
Just that mo 
tment, the wall ofa s 
renwas hear, and he 
arbulance screeched 
twat, as the crewed 
scattered The men in 
white uniform put the 
writhing injured driver 
on a stretcher 
| turned and saw 
that the one-handed 
man was walking 
Briskly down the road. On an impulse, |e 
bowed my way cut of the crond, and fol 
lowe him. : 
He turmed the comer and stopped. He 
was otanding quit in che shadow ofa tree 
tuned the 
yd stappad. The door opened, and 
the oneshanded man hopped in 
‘As the Yue ight ofthe waling ambulance 
dloappeared trom sight, | stood there 
stunne 
“How mysterious” | thought. walked to 
the spot where the ore-handed man had 
stood. My leg brushed against something, 
fad | fel a sticky fd run dawn, | saw that 
te wa a white fd trom the broken branch 
‘of plant that looked ke rubber. | poked up 
the brarch and carne it home 
“Shruti” Prof Roopak Melra, my righ 
tour exclaimed, Where did you et this wor- 
der plant? Its Linkyost Gavooal 
Hol hi 
“This resebles the rubber plant, and pro- 
duces a harmfl fuid — LINKO GREOSIS,” 
Said Prof. Mehra, “Anybody who drinks this 
fil gets special powers — he can contro 
anybody within a distance of 40 metres. The 


























magician ofthe legendary city 
of Zbociausedit wo contel thelr 
eneties. But the ud was 60 
pomerful that it affected the 
sensory part of the brain, and 
in ern the aif, The ma 
cians had bald patches on 
Their heads" "Bold patches" | 
exclaimed, “But how did this 
pant come to ina? 

“ivi eared nthe National 
Rare Planta Research Centre 
(NRPRC) inthis city” 

“Professor!” | exclaimed, 
"Gan you tell me where this, 
place i” 

“Sure he sald, and gave 
me the address ci 

A coula hardly sleep “that 
night, The next day was a 
holiday at school. | tock a bs 
to the NRFRC. | got down fram the bie to 
‘ne the one-handed man walking qulekly 
Lonardo a deserted warehouse followed 











him, keeping pace with hi as fasta | could. 
He entered the warehouse. | peeped: 
through a window and eaw that the 





warehouse was filed with a group of bald- 
headed men. 1 eat below the window to 
eaveedrop, 

‘Apparently, the bal-headed league had 
split into two groups because of vary. Ms. 
Indu had been a part of the gang too, The 
series of accidents were a part ofa revenge, 
that one faction was carrying Out on the = 
other 

Suddenly, there was an explosion. | do 
not iow what happened next, but somehow 
| ound myself otaggering back to the hus, 
stop, to take the next bus home 

The next morning, the newspaper 
headlines screamed, ‘The Bald-headed 
League Fourd Dead in'a Warehouse 

(was stunned. | showed the paper ta 
rmuramy: 

a, that was the end of the mystery 

This montis winner is Arathi A, 
Nambiar, sta Vil, St Joseph's Mat, 
School, Col 
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anybody can learn this 
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his is a question and answer 
sheet for you to tick. Look at 
question, and tick the ans 
to the truth 
f with the help 
given inthe end: 


H 





1, You see an ant busily scurry 
side of the room. It is 
business, keeping to thy 
room. You 







urhand, shredding the 
weh. 





¢ enjoying the greenery 









| aa: Put outa finger and crash it 3. Do you have a garden at home? 
8 by Watch it with great interest. 
: Ignore it. The ant is minding its business. Vey 
after all ; 


ya flat and you can't have a 





2, You are taking a walk ina nice park filled 


U.S. OPEN ENDS... INDIR vs 
NEW ZEALAND CRICKET SERIES, 











‘garden. 
d: You have a few green pots in your flat. 


It's raining outside. A centipede has 
‘wandered into your home. You 


Allow it 10 wander around your home. 
You sweep it onto a sheet of paper and 
release it in the garden. 

You mercilessly kill it and throw the 
remains into the dustbin. 


You see a goat chomping away at a 
sapling planted along the roadside. You 


4a; You run up to the goat and pull it away. 

+ You ignore it and go your way. 

ce: You not only stop the goat from eating 
the plant, you also build a enclosure 
around it. 


6. A stray dog is badly hurt. Limping, it 
wanders into the compound of your 
house. You 


a: Ignore it and allow it to stay as long as it 
wishes. 

‘b: You shoo it away at once. 

Telephone the nearest animal shelter and 
allow them 10 take the dog away. 


COVER FEATURE 
7. You clean out the attic and find a number 
of half used note-books. You 


1: Throw the lot into the dustbin. 
» Leave it out to sel it to the raddiwallah. 
: Tear out the unused pages for future use. 


oR 


8. A bucket of water has collected under a 
dripping tap. The water is not clean 
‘enough to be used for either drinking or 
bathing. You 


Pour the bucket of water into the drain, 

Use it to water some plants. 

ce: Use it and have the tap repaired as soon 
‘as possible, 


Now rate youre. Ifyou have ticked for 
3 and b for 4, ¢ for 1,256.7 and 8 give 
Yourself two pins. Give youn one pint 
if you have ticked for Ia for 3,a for 5 
and 6,b for 7 and 8. 





If you have scored between 

10- 16, you are indeed a green person, 
5 - 10, you nced more awareness. 
Below 5, you need to pull youself up! 


SANDY 














ushila looked out of her 

window. How funny the 

sunlight looked, Not bright 
and yellow as usual, but an odd 
orange-red, with a warm feeling 
toit. Itwas hot, Sushila turned 
to look at the clock on the wall. It 
was yet to strike seven. She had 
woken up carly on this Sunday 
morning, not because she couldn't 
sleep, but because she had felt 
some kind of urge to 
wake up, 

“Maybe this is a 
dream,” she thought, 
turning to look out of the 
window again. 

A chill ran up her 








‘spine, Two men, two strange men, 
were busy digging a huge pit in 
the middle of her garden! 

“How did they get there?” was 
her first thought, “They were not 
there a moment ago.” 

‘The men were busy at work, 
digging, digging, digging, not 
looking this way or that. ‘The 
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funny thing, Sushila noticed, was 
that they were wearing strange 
clothes! 

‘They couldn't be gardeners. 
She had never seen gardeners 
like them in her town, in her 
whole life, Gardeners always al- 
most wore dirty lungis and tat- 
tered banians, These 
men were not gar- 
deners. So what 
were they doing, 
digging away in 
the garden? Did 
her parents know 
about this? 

As she wat- 
ched, the pit deep- 
ened at a fast 











‘he men got into the pit, anc 
continued to dig, Soon, Sushila 
lost sight of their heads, and fi- 
nally, their shovels. All she could 
see, was mud, which was being 
thrown out of the pit in a huge pile. 


ushila turned, ran out of her 
Jroom, and ran down the stairs 


calling, “Daddy, 
mummy!” 

The house was 
silent and still. Not 
even the air see- 
med to move. She 
ran into her par- 
ents’ bedroom, 
shouting, “Daddy!” 

Her parents were 
fast asleep, snug- 
gled under their 
quilts. 

“Daddy!Mummy!” 
Sushila shouted, 
‘There was no re- 
sponse, They slept 
on, In desperation, 
Sushila shook them, 
calling all the time. 
But strangely, they 
did not wake at all. | 

“Maybe [am in 
a dream,” Sushila 
thought. She felt like crying. 

She was very, very frightened 
now. 

She crept through the hall 
without making a noise, and 
peeped out of the window, The 
piles of mud were still continu- 
ously being thrown out of the pit, 

Didn't the neighbours notice 
anything? Or were they under 
the same spell as her parents see- 
med to be? 

‘Adry sob escaped her, But she 
controlled herself, 

“I must be in a dream,” she 
tried to console herself, “So I 
mustn't cry.” 








ustering courage, Sushila 

iuietly went to the edge of 
the pit and peoped in, A shower 
of mud just missed her and fell 
to the side. The two men, were 
working silently and swiftly. 
‘Then they stopped and began to 
climb out of the pit. Sushila ran 
to the side of the house, and hid 
herself behind the corner wall of 
the house. 

‘The two men had no trouble 
getting out of the pit. They clam- 
bered out without slipping or fall- 
ing, Then, dusting themselves down 
they looked around. Sushila shiv- 
ered. Had they seen her? She had 








been peeping out to take a look — 
had they seen her? One of the 
men gave a piercing whistle. 
‘There was a great rustling 
sound, And out of nowhere, a 
huge tree came walking down the 
street, its branches swaying, its 
huge form heaving to and fro. 
‘Whenit reached the gate of Sushila’s 
house, the tree turned, pushed open 


MELI the gate and walked in! 


lerrified, Sushila screamed. 
The tree stopped in its tracks. 
One of the men turned in the di- 
rection where she was hidden, 
and smiled, And suddenly, there 
he was standing right beside 
Sushila, Trembling and almost hys- 
terical with fear, Sushila turned 
to run, 
“Wait!” the sharp voice stopped 
her, “Why are you frightened?” 
“I won't harm you,” the voice 
continued, “Nor will that poor 
creature you call a tre 
“What are you doing?’ 
Sushila managed to ask 
“Why?"asked the man, “Can't 
you see? We're planting a tree.” 
Hesaid it so casually, as if trees 








walking into houses 
was an everyday sight. 
‘Then Sushila began 
tocry. 
“Cry,” said the man 
softly, “I hope you'll 
foel better after that.” 


few minutes of 
niffing and sob- 
bing later, Sushila did fee! better. 
And she was not so frightened 
after all 

“Let me explain,” the man be- 
gan, “Both of us here, are the spir- 
its of dead trees, Yes, we are, don't 
look so surprised. This world is 
getting madder and greedier 
every minute. And there is no 
green balance anymgre.” 

“Green balance?” Sushila 
asked, surprised. 

“Hmmm,’said the man, “Un- 
less you have trees and forests, 
how will the world survive? With- 
out trees, there will be less and 
less, and finally no animals and 
birds, Aren't you humans animals 
too? Do you want to become ex- 
tinct?” 

Sushila could only listen 
dumbly. She knew what he was 
saying was right. She had read 
about how deforestation was ru- 
ining the ecology of various places 
around the globe. But what did 
he want to do about it anyway? 





he man smiled at her 
thoughts. 

“Don't think you can't do any- 

thing,” he said, startling her. “You 


have to change your attitudes, 
that’s all. And that mostly lies 
with your generation of people.” 

“Your parents are deep in a 
magical sleep,” he continued, “I 


chose not to put you to sleep, for I 
wanted to talk to you. Idon't want 
you to be frightened. Just listen 
to me, This tree here, this poor 
creature, was once a part of the 








nearby forest. Someone wanted 
to set up a chemical factory ex- 
actly where the forest was, and 
began hacking down the trees. Of 


course, he got a good price for the 





wood too. The trees there sent us 
amessage, asking us for our help. 
We rescued a few trees, and hid 
them away in the remaining for- 
ests, But now, they need other 
homes, for those forests are un- 
der threat too.” 


he spirit-man looked sad as 
he thought of the many, many 


trees that were gone forever. 

“We are giving the tree a home 
here, in your garden,"he said, “We 
‘want you to love it and look after 
it with your life, if necessary.” 

Sushila nodded, speechless. 

“When your parents wake up, 
they will think that the tree has 
been in their garden for years: It 
is only you who knows the truth.” 

Sushila turned to look at the 
tree. An air of sadness seemed to 
‘envelope it, as it stood there hesi- 
tantly, uncertain whether it 
should come in at all. 

“O tree,” Sushila said softly, 
“Come in and be with me always.” 

The tree swayed forward, and 
lowered itself into the hole. ‘The 
two men covered it up all round, 
and levelled the mud. 

They turned to go. 

“Where are you going?” 
Sushila asked. 

“We have to go,” the gardener 
who had spoken to her earlier 
said, “We have so many more or- 
phaned trees to plant.” 
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World-class travel alternatives for 
those who stumble, stagger and cravl.. 














